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TO 

EDITH SOUTHEY. 



EDITH! I brought thee late a humble gift. 

The songs of earlier youth 5 it was a wreath 

With many an unripe blossom garlanded 

And many a weed, yet mingled with some flowers 

That will not wither. Now, my love, I bring 

A worthier offering ; thou wilt value it. 

For well thou knowest it is a work that sooth'd 

Times of hard care and strange inquietude. 

With most sweet solace : and tho' to mine ear 

There is no music in the hollowness 

Of common praise, yet I am well content 

To think that I have past in such employ 

The green and vigorous season of my mind. 

And hope that there are those in whom the song 

Has woke some not unprofitable thoughts. 

ROBERT SOUTHEY. 



ADVERTISEMENT 

ro THE SECOND EDITION. 



Since the firft publication of this Poem> it has 
undergone a long and laborious corredion. Every 
thing miraculous is now omitted^ and the reader 
who is acquainted with the former edition may 
judge by this circumstance the extent of the 
alterations. Some errors with regard to the 
costume of the time had escaped me : in this 
point the work is now^ I truft, corre6t. The 
additional notes are numerous 5 they are inserted 
as authorities for the fads related in the text, 
and as explanatory to those readers who are not 
conversant with the ancient chronicles of 
this country; for we may be well read in 
Hume and Rapin^ and yet know little of our 
ancestors. Whenever I have felt, or suspeded 
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an idea not to be original, I have placed the 
passage underneath hj which it was suggested. 
With respeft to the occasional harshness of the 
versification, it must not be attributed to negli- 
gence or haste. I deem such variety essential 
in z long poeiD« 



PREFACE. 



The hiftoiy of f^em tf Arc is one of those 
problems that render inTcstigation fraitlett. 
That she beUeted herself inspired, few will 
deof; that she was inspired, no one will ven- 
tare to assert; and who can believe that she 
was hersdf imposed on by Charies and Dunois ? 
That die discovered the King when he disguised 
himself among the Coortiers to deceiye her» and 
that, as a proof of her misstoo, she demanded 
a sword frtxn a tomb in the church of St. Catha>. 
rine^ are fads in whidi all historians agree. If 
this had been done by collusion, the Maid must 
have known herself an impostor^ and with that 
knowledge could not have performed the enter* 
price she undertook. Enthusiasm^ and that of 
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no common kind^ was necessary^ to enable a 
young Maiden at once to assume the profession 
of arms^ to lead her troops to battle, to fight 
among the foremost, and to subdue with an 
inferiour forcean enemy then believed invincible. 
It is not possible that one who felt herself the 
puppet of a party, could have performed these 
things. The artifices of a court could not have 
persuaded her that she discovered Charles in 
disguise j nor could they have prompted her to 
demand the sword which they might have 
hidden, without discovering the deceit. The 
Maid then was not knowingly an impostor -, nor 
could she have been the instrument of the court ; 
and to say that she believed herself inspired, 
will neither account for her singling out the 
King, or prophetically claiming the sword. 
After crowning Charles, she declared that her 
mission was accomplished, and demanded leave 
to retire. Enthusiasm would not have ceased 
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here *, and if they who impoied on her, could 
penaade her still to go with their armies, they 
could still have continued her delusion. 

This mysteriousness renders the story of ^foan 
of Arc peculiarly fit for poetry. The aid of 
Angels and Devils is not necessary to raise her 
above mankind 5 she has no Gods to lackey her, 
and inspire her with courage^ and heal her 
woimds : the Maid of Orleans ads wholly from 
the workings of her own mind, from the deep 
feeling of inspiration. The palpable agency of 
superior powers would destroy the obscurity of 
her charader, and sink her to the mere heroine 
ofa Fairy Tale. 

The alterations which I have made in the 
Ustory^ are few and trifling. The death of 
Salisbury is placed later, and of the Talbots 
earlier than they occurred. As the battle of 
F^tay is the concluding adion of the Poem, I 
have given it all the previous solemnity ofa 



11 

settled cfigagonenl. WhaltTer appeenmif acvi* 
locts^ is btstoriealty true: and my antboritiei 
will be found in the notes. 

It is the common fault of Epic Fbems^ that we 
feel little interest for the heroes thef cdehrate. 
The national ranity of a Greek or a R<xnan 
might have been gratified by the renown of 
Achilles or ^neas ; but to engage the unpreju- 
diced, there must be more of human feelings 
than is generally to be found in the character of 
a warrior. From this objeftion, the Octysscy 
alone may be excepted. Ufysses appears as the 
father and the husband^ and the afiedHons are 
enlisted on his side. The judgment niust ap- 
pbnd the weil-dtgestod plan and splendid exe- 
cutioo of the Iliads but thehieart always bears 
testimony k>> the merit of the Odyssey ; it is the 
poem of natwce, and its personages inspire lore 
rather than conmaad adimarationw The good 
herdsman Eumsras k worth m thonsand hisocs^ 
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HaoDerJv lade^tliebeBtof Foetf, fcMrhtUat 
once dignified and simple ; but Pc^ hat dif * 
gubed him in fop-finerj, and Cowpcr hat 
stripped him naked. 

There are lew readers who do not prefer 
Tomus^ to JEaesa^; a fugitive^ suq)eded of 
treason^ who negligentlj left his wife, sedaced 
Dtdo, deserted her^ and then forcibly took 
Lavinia from her betrothed hnsband. What 
avails a man's piety to the Gods^ if in all his 
dealings with men he prove himself a villain ? 
If we represent Deity a» commanding a bad 
aSion, this is not exculpating the man^ but 
criminating the Grod. 

The ill chosen subje^ of Lucan and Statins 
have prevented them from acquiring the p^o- 
larity they would otherwise have merited ; yet 
io^etached ports^ the fomoer of these is perhaps 
uwK^sMe^, certainly unexcelled. The French 
Court honoured the Poet of Liberty^ by exduding 



14 

him from the edition in Usum Delphini -, per-*' 
haps> for the same reason^ he may hereafter be 
published in Usum Reipublicae. I do not scruple 
to prefer Statins to Virgil 3 with inferiour taste, 
he appears to me to possess a richer and more 
powerful imagination 5 bis images are strongly 
conceived^ and clearly painted^ and the force 
of his language, while it makes the reader feel, 
proves that the author felt himself. 

The power of Story is strikingly exemplified 
in the Italian Heroic Poets, They please uni- 
versally, even in translations, when little but 
the story remains. In the proportioning his 
charaders^ Tasso has erred: Godfrey is the 
hero of the poem, Rinaldo of the poet, and 
Tancred of the reader. Secondary characters 
should not be introduced, like Gyas and Cloan- 
thus, merely to fill a procession 3 neither should 
they be so prominent as to throw the principal 
into shade. 
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The lawless magic of Ariosto, and the singa- 
lar theme^ as well as the singular excdlence of 
Milton^ render it impossible to dedace any mlet 
of efMc poetry frcmi these authors. So likewise 
with Spenser, the favorite of my childhood, 
from whose frequent perusal I have always 
found increased delight. 

Against the machinery of Camoens^ a heavier 
charge must be brought than that of profaneness 
or incongruity. His floating island is but a 
floating brothel, and no beauty can make atone- 
ment for licentiousness. From this accusation, 
none but a translator would attempt to justify 
him ; but Camoens had the most able of trans- 
lators. The Lusiad, though excellent in parts, 
is uninteresting as a whole : it is read with little 
emotion^ and remembered with little pleasure. 
But it was composed in the anguish of disap- 
pointed hopes, in the fatigues of war, and in a 
country far from all he loved -, and we should 
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not forg^, tliat as the Poet of Portagal waa 
smong the most unfortunate of men, so he 
should be ranked among the most respedtable. 
Neither his own country or Spain has yet pro- 
duced his equal : his heart was broken by 
calamity, but the spirit of integrity and inde* 
pendence never forsook Camoens. 

I have endeavoured to avoid what appears to 
me the common £siult of Epic poems, and to 
render the Maid of Orleans interesting. With 
this intent I have given her, not the passion of 
love, but the remembrance of fubdued afiedion, 
a lingering of human feelings not inconsistent 
with the enthusiasm and holiness of her cha- 
ra^sr. 

The multitude of obscure Epic writers copy 
with the most gross servility their ancient modds. 
If a tempest occurs, some envious spirit procures 
it from the Grod of the winds or the God of tbt 
sea : is there a town besieged } the ey^ of the 
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hero are opened^ and he beholds the Powen of 
Heaven assisting in the attack -, an angel is at 
hand to heal his wounds^ and the leader of the 
eoemy in his last combat is seized with the 
sudden cowardice of Hedor. Even Tasso is 
too often an imitator. But notwithstanding 
the censure of a sat3nist^ the name of Tasso 
will still be ranked among the best heroic poets. 
Perhaps Boileau only condemned him for the 
sake of an antithesis 5 it is with such writers^ as 
with those who affed point in their conversation, 
they will always sacrifice truth to the gratifica- 
tion of their vanity. 

I have avoided what seems useless and weary* 
ing in other poems, and my readers will find no 
descriptions of armour, no muster-rolls, no geo- 
gxaphical catalogues, lion, tyger, bull, bear an^ 
bournmilies^ Phcebuses and Auroras. Where 
in battle I have particularized the death of an 
hi£yidaal, it is- not I hope like the compion lista 
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cf killed and wounded ; my intention has been 
to impress upon the reader's mind a feeling of 
the private wretchedness occasioned by the war- 
systems of Europe. 

It has been established as a necessary rule for 
the £pic> that the subje^ be national. To this 
rule 1 have aded in dire& opposition^ and chosen 
for the subject of my poem the defeat of the 
English. If among my readers there be one 
who can wish success to an unjust cause> because 
his country supported it^ I desire not that man's 
approbation. 

In Millin's National Antiquities of France^ 
I find that M. Laverdy was in 1791 occiqued 
anooUe^ting whatever has been written con*" 
ceming the Maid of Orleans. I have anxiously 
tzpededhis work^ but it is probable, considering 
the tumults, of the intervening period^ that it 
lias not been accomplished. Of the various 
prodo&ioiis to the weamy of 3f^an •f Arc, I 
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bare only cdUefted a few tidci,>nd if report may 
be trusted^ need tiot fear a heayier condemnatioa 
than to be deemed equally bad. A regular Canon 
of St. Euverte has written tm ires mauvaUc foeme, 
entitled tbe Modem Amazon. There is a prose 
tragedy called La Poceile d'Orleans, variously 
attributed to Benaerade, to Boyer^ and to Me- 
nardiere. The Abbe Daubignac published a 
prose tragedy with the same title in l642.. 
There is one under the name of Jean Baruel of 
1581^ and another printed anonjrmously at Rouqi . 
1606.. Among the manuscripts of the Uueen of 
Sweden in the Vatican, is a dramatic piece in 
verse called Le Mystere du Siege d*Orleans. In 
these modem times^ says Millin, all Paris has ran 
to tlie theatre of Nicolet to see a pantomine 
entitled le fameux siege de la Pucelle d* Orleans. 
But among the number of worthless poems 
upon this ^bjed^ there are two unfortunately 
notorious. I have never been guilty of reading 



the Pucclle of Voltaire, For the work of Chape-^ 
lain^ which I had long sought in vain^ I am 
obliged to a valuable friend. The book is rare, 
and I believe no person less interested than 
myself in the story, could persevere through it. 
The Analysis however which! have now prefixed 
to the English Poem will not be found unamusive 5 
it comprizes all the beauties, and most of the ab- 
surdities of twelve thousand lines. 

On the eighth of May, the epoch of its deli- 
verance, an annual fete is held at Orleans ; and 
monuments have been ere^ed to the memory of 
the Maid. Her family was ennobled by Charles; 
But it should not be forgotten in the history of 
this monarch, that, in the hour of misfortune, 
he abandoned to her fate, the woman who had 
saved his kingdom. 



ANALYSIS 



OF 
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Ca France SDelibree, 

BT 

CHAPELAIN. 



THE MAID, 

OB 

PRANCE DELIVERED, 



THE FIRST BOOK. 



The Poem opens with an exordium, an invocation, 
and a paneg)Tic ; like a good Christian, Chapelain in* 
vokes the Angels instead of the Muses, and as he tells 
us that the bounty of the Due de Longueville enabled 
him to enjoy a life of leisure, we may, on the score of 
gratitude, excuse four and forty lines of encomium, after 
fourteen pages of dedication. 

During the melancholy course of a hundred years, 
the just rigour of the holy Destinies had overwhelmed 
France wrth every kind of evil. Two deluges of blood 
from her veins had flooded the fields at Poi6lieis and ac 
Aziocour, two strokes of lightning at Ci^vant and 
Vemeail had condufied her to the gates of the grave. 
Charles, her young master, wandered from his cap- 
tived throne ; he saw his vassal reverenced instead of 
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himself; he saw the crael enterprize of the Englifh 
daily prospering; he saw his realm torn from him, and 
in his own country sought for his country. 

Les costaux, les vallons, les champs et Ics prairies, 
A ses regards troubles n' offroient que barbaries, 
Et les vaftes remparts des tremblantes Cites 
N * enfermoient que tourmens, et que calamites. 
Tous les fleaux des humains, la Peste et la Famine 
Des peuples, en tous lieux, avan9oient la mine, 
Et la Guerre, en tous lieux, agitant son flambeau, 
De leur toits embrases composoit leur tombeau. 
L* impitoyable Mort, des provinces entleres 
Ne faisoit desormais que de grands cimetieres. 

To his troubled eye 
The shores, the vales, the meadows and the fieldb, 
Presented nought but horrors : the vast walls 
Of his affrighted cities bulwark'd in 
But torments and calamities alone. 
Famine and Pestilence, and all the Plagues 
Of humankind, on every side urged on 
His people's ruin. War, tossing her torch. 
Of their burnt dwellings made their sepulchres. 
And pityless Death to cemeteries turn'd 
"Whole provinces. 

Orleans alone remained faithful to her King; but 
Orleans had been for nine months br^iegcd, and every 
attempt to relieve the garrison had failed. On the sum* 
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mit of her towers^ ber great defender, the invincible 
Danois, nude a mehncholy speech in the depth of his 
heart. He envies those who have fallen in battle, and 
hesitates whether he shall die or yield up the town. So 
when a huge oak in the Appenines is assaulted at once 
with equal fury by the North wind and the South wind, 
it suspends its fall, and appears to consider whether it 
shall fall to the South or to the North. The simily 
merits to be preserved for its incomparable absurdity. 

Comraelors qu'un grand chcsne, auxroches Appennines^ 
Sent, par un choq de vents, ebranler ses racines, 
Et, certain de tomber, vok son branchage espais. 
Vers deux lieux, tour k tour, pancher son vaste fsiix ; 
Si le Nord et le Sud, mesl^ dans son feuillage, 
Viennent k le pousser d'une pareille rage, 
n suspend sa mine, et semble consulter. 
Qui, du Sud, ou du Nofd, le doit precipiter. 

But at this instant, whether by chance or fete, he per- 
ceive:! a cloud bursting with the storm ; the lightning^ 
made the vtiulted heaven like a furnace, and the deceived 
eye deemed the universe was in flames. Dunois instantly 
conceives that this is a hint from heaven, and resolves 
CO destroy Orleans by fire. This horrible determina- 
titm made a torch' shine in each of his eyes ; he colle£b 
together the people, anSA persuades them rather to destroy 
their town and themselves by fire, than yield to the 
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English ; aikillustnous fury possesses all who hear him ; 
they resolve to adopt his horrible advice in the last ex- 
tremity, like the mariner who blows op his vessel to 
save himself £rom captivity, and makes a ,superb tomb 
of the ocean. 

But Charles in reflefUng upon the inevitable loss of 
Orleans, felt his courage oppressed beneath a mountain 
of grief. He consults his chieEs, but despair made them 
silent, and he now considered death as his least evil. 
In this state his guardian angel presented the King of the 
Universe to his heart. 

Below Chinon the Vicnne waters in its course the 
mossy foundations of an hermitage where God was never 
supplicated in vain. A thousand silver lamps hang from 
its vaulted roof. Here Charles prostrates himself in 
prayer. •* Sovereign of men and angels, let your mercy 
combat your justice for us. The French have committed 
an hundred crimes against you, but they are your chil- 
dren as well as your enemies ; it is they who have so- 
often covered the Idumean plains with their holy armies; 
it is this chosen people who must hereafter unite all 
nations under your lovely yoke." This prophecy of the 
universal dominion of France, is twice introduced in the 
prayer of Charles, who concludes by intreating Heaven 
to punish him and not his people. The image of the 
King of Kings made iu face shine with a sudden flash ; 
and Charles, at this prodigy, redoubled his supplication*. 
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Beyond die fiery walU which inclose the world, cen- 
tred in profound splendour, God reposes in himself, a 
triple person in one essence ; supreme power, supreme 
wisdom, and supreme love united in Trinity. The fer- 
vent prayer of Charles penetrated the abyss of light. The 
Virgin Mary intercedes for him. God is appeased, de- 
clares that, to honour the sex of the Virgin, a Virgin 
shall save FVance, and sends an angel to the finrest of 
Ardenne to inspire the chosen Maid. 

Sur les confins doutenz de France et de Lorrainr, 
Une espaisse forest s'avance dans la pliune, 
Ou des arbres chenua ks troncs desmesur^ 
Sont, malgre mille hyvers, par le Temps reverb. 
Sous leur branchsige courbe, et leur fieiiille toufiiie, 
L'or des rayons dn jour ne frappe point la veue, 
Et le briUant foleil, quand plus fort il rduit, 
N'en s^ait point escarter ks ombres de la nuit. 
Uk domine la Paix, Ik le Repos habite ; 
1^9 ni mente, ni trompe, aucun bruit ne suscite, 
lAy ks rampans ruisseaux coulent sans murmurer, 
Et U, le plus doux vent n'oseroit souspirer. 
A I'abord de ce bois, d'une soudaine crainte, 
^ Les errand voyageurs sentent leur ame attetnte; 
Et, cent fantosmes vains k tons coups se formant, 
Passent ses noirs sentiers avec fremissement. 

En cet affireux sejoor, nne modeste FiUe, 
i.*hooneur de son pays, ct Vheur de sa famiUe, 
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Sous le tnnquille abry des ombrages couTertSy 

Adore t^cesssunineiit I'Autheur de rUnivers. 

Vn trqupe^u de brebis, ain&i qn'cl)e, umocentea, 

Qccvpe de ses ans les forces hnpuissantes ; 

Dans ce simple exercice elie regne en ces lieux ; 

Mais son coeur a, pour but, de regpier dans les Cieux. 

La grandeur du Tres-haut est son objeA unique ; 

Elle en repaist le feu de son amour pudique, 

Ec par les vift elans de sa devote ardeur, 

Monte jusqu* d sa gloire, et soustient sa splendeur. 

Sur le lien bruslant Taftre de la lumiere 

Marchoit avec lenteur dans sa longue carriere, 

Et racourcissant I'ombrey.en raUongcant le jour, 

Eclairoit aux mortels, du plvis h^ut de son tour. 

h* Auge, ea ce mesme temps, vient, d'une aile legere. 

Porter le grand message k la sainte Bergere, 

De pompe r^efiu, de fplendeur couronn^ 

Et d'un gbbe de lieu par tout environne. 

Plus pront que n'est I'edair qui previent le tonnere, 

De sphere en spbere il passe, et descend vers la terre ; 

I^ Monde voit sa cbeute avec estonnement, 

Et (^oit que le Scdeil tombe du firmament. 

Ainsi, lor^: que la nuk courre tout de son voile. 
On app6r9oit souveot une brillante estoiUe, 
Qui du Ciel.se detache, et, se precipitant. 
Trace I'air tenebreux d'un sillon eclatant. 
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U tombe sur le bois, ou la FiUe medite ; 
L* ombrage s'en esloigne, et ces flammes evice ; 
n n'est tronc, ni rameau, qui n'en semble dor^, 
Et le fort ie plus noir en demeure eclair^. 
Ce nouvel accident interrompt sa priere, 
De frayeur elle tremble, et sille la paupiere ; 
Ses yeux perdent le joar, k force de clart^, 
Et, d'un trouble inconnii, son coeur eft agite, 
Du globe lumineux. qui brille autour de Y Ange, 
Sort une voiz alors, mais une voix estrange, 
Dont le son plusqu' humain, et les graves accens 
Luy penetrent Tesprit, et ravissent les sens. 

" Bergerc,** dit la voix, " Pucelle juste et saintc, 

" Calme ton tremblement, et dissipe ta crainte ; 

*< Du Monarque Etemel je suis V Ambassadeur, 

*' Et te viens annoncer ta future grandeur. 

" Par ton bras, aujourd *huy, Tauguste Providence 

" Vcut redonner la vie aux Peuples de la France, 

" Et, pour leur bien monstrer qu'ils la doivent aux Cieux, 

" Te vient tirer du fond de ces sauvages lieux. 

" Ton bras sera le bras du Grand Dieu des armces ; 

" V Anglois verra, par toy, ses forces consumces, 

" Orleans deplord s*afiTanchira, par toy, 

" Et, par toy, Rheims verra le Sacre de son Roy. 

" A ces faits merveilleux prepare ton courage ; 

" La gloire du Tres-haut luira sur ton visage, 

" Et, sa vertu guerriere animant ta vcrtu, 

** Fcra mordre la tene a TAnglois abatu." 
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La FiUe, k ces grands mots, oppose sa foiblesse, 
Nc pcut, ni nc vcut croire k la haute promessc, 
Et se renfcrmant toute en son humilite, 
S' aneantit auz yeux de la Divinite. 

Mats TAnge qui I'observe, et qui voit sa pensee ; 
** Ton ame, en vain," dit-il, " est icy balancee ; 
** Dieu, le Dieu dcs combats, t'ordonne par ma voix, 
*« De partir, d*attaquer ; et de vaincre TAnglois." 

Puis, d*un celeste feu, I'ombrageant toute entiere, 

Luy souffle du Seigneur la puissance guerriere, 

Luy fait, dans les regards, eclater sa terreur, 

Et luy met, dans les mains, les traits de sa fureur. 

Dans le seix), k grands flots, il luy respand ses graces, 

II luy fait desdaigner les entreprises basses, 

Et, la determinant aux a^es valeureux 

Luy donne un avant-goust du sort des Bien-heureux, 

Le jour s*e3teint alors, et le lieu solitaire 
pemeure dans Thorreur de sa nuit ordinaire ; 
Le silence y retourne, et son ombrage espais 
Redevient le sejour du calme et de la paix. 
EUe voit le desert tout semblable a luy-mesme, 
Mais elle sent, en elle, un changement extreme ; 
De cette nouveaut6 son esprit est confiis, 
Elle se cherche en elle, et ne s*y trouve plus. 
Son troupeau, sa forest, ses pres et ses fontaines, 
Ppur elle, desormais, sont des images values | 
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Dieu, TAngloiSy le Francois, les sieges, le scombats, 
Seuls, maintenant, pour elle, ont de dignes appas. 

Where Lorraine and France 
Mingle their doubtful confines, there extends 
An ample forest. Time had reverenced 
Its hoary trees, and they had borne unharm*d 
A thousand winters : morning's golden rays 
Thro' their thick foliage and intwisted boughs 
Had never met the eye, nor the bright sun. 
Strong in his mid-day splendour, scattered thence 
The shades of night. Peace governed there ; Repose 
There made her habitation. Never horn 
Or hunters clamourous cry rang echoing there ; 
Beneath its umbrage the hush'd rivulet 
Past murmurless, nor dared the gentlest breeze 
Of summer twilight thro' its awfiil groves 
Sigh soft. The traveller as he journeyed near 
Felt sudden terror thrill him, and beheld 
Strange phantoms rising round and hurried on. 

Secluded in this gloom a modest maid. 
The future pride of France, tho* humbly now- 
Making the comfort of her family, 
Abode, her pious and unwearied mind 
Still fix'd in adoration on her God. 
A flock of sheep, as innocent as her 
Their guardian, occupied her youthful cares ; 
This was her peaceful reign j but in her heart 
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She had the holy hope to reign in heaven. 
In God her love was centered ; this pure flame 
Of sacred love she cherished, and her soul, 
By the strong transports of such love enrapt. 
Arose to him, and v^itnessed and endured 
His glory. 

Now beneath the Lion's reign 
The day star slowly went his long career 
Lengthening the hours of light, and now he rode 
High in his mid-way course, when on light wing 
The Angel to the blessed Shepherdess 
His heavenly bidding brought: 'with splendour crown 
And clad in pomp and garmented with fire. 
More rapid than the momentaneous flash 
The thunder's harbinger, from sphere to sphere 
He past ; the astonished world beheld his fall. 
And deem'd in terror that they saw the sun 
Fall from the firmament. 

So when the night 
Shrouds all things in her mantle, oftentimes 
We see a star detach itself from heaven 
Precipitate, furrowing the sky with fire. 

He on the forest, where the maiden sat 

In meditation, fell. The darkness fled 

His radiance ; not a tree or bough but beam'd 

As tho* with gold ; the blackest depths of shade 

Shone forth illuminate. This broke her prayer. 

She trembled, overpowered with violence 
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Of light her eyelids closed, and unknown thoughts 
Troubled her heart. Then from the luminous globe. 
That blazed around the Angel, came a voice. 
Strange-toned and more than human, ravishing 
Her ear, and penetrating to her soul. 

" Shepherdess! just and holy maid T it said, 
'< Calm thou thy trembling, dissipate thy fear. 
*< I come the eternal King's ambassador 
<' To announce thy future glory : by thine arm 
" Will Providence to the habitants of France 
" Give life again ; that therefore they may know 
'^ It is the hand of Heaven that rescues them, 
*' I come to summon thee from these wild haunts. 
*' Thine arm shall be the arm of the great God 
*</ Of hosts ; by thee shall England see her force 
" Consum'd, shall Orleans be relieved, and Rheims 
<< Behold the anointment of her King. Prepare 
" Thy courage for this marvellous enterprise. 
" The glory of the Highest One shall shine 
" Upon thy countenance, he shall animate 
" Thy valour, and shall make the English bite 
" The dust in death." 

The Maid to these high words' 
Opposed her feebleness, nor could nor would 
To this so lofty promise yield belief. 
Shrouding herself in her humility 
She felt annihilate in the eye of God. . .. 

But the Angel saw her thoughts. << In vam*^ he cried, 
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<^ TlilB ItfsitMM thfidul. God by tuy Toice 

<< Omimnris thet^ by snyvoioe the Godof badlte 

'< Bidsthni^lbrtiiiand^eiiqtter," 

Then, (hadowing hat with oeiestial fire, 
Breath'd m the Maid the spirit of the Lord. 
He placoltthe boks mffoif m her hund. 
He maAt lier «)« 4m fterxtxr, muA inf«^d 
Full waves of |S^««oe ttUO the Vila's htexBt : 
Made 4Kr dMMn base ii;ftiain, fUl'd her soul 
With thd«glils^'glori<ittft «ittefprize, and gave 
A fof0casie«f thiebte^ omTs veward. 

The:fi«|f'«9cthigui«h^«heii, the4e8aitf>laoe 
ResumM its WMitt4 fadrronre. Silenoe dwek 
Over the ^!v«eid«gahi, and dtti«tness 
Ana fleaoe vtesunra «Hetr d«9«IIing. She beheld 
The deMEift even W'mMl, InJt she fclt 
dtrange^dltoratitNi iswtrds^ in herself 
Sought forbUMolf, «nd found tensetfino more. 
Her flock, Iwr ftlenis^-her €9Hst, and her springs. 
Vain jiMges Iwioefbith t God— Bn^and-— Frunoe, 
Sieges and battles now fit themes «loiie 
To fiH her tnfaid. 

Thus inspired the Maid ^dflpsms (or Qiinon with her 
brother Rodolfe. Tbeytnnrel in fafety, IbadoFwed by 
a cloud. 

Btttia tbe4nc<ft4imr ihr illntfriont plan of jicnsbinf 
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with their town was not equally appraved by all <lic mai 
of Orleans. Niae base citucm feared to be bucntiA 
such beanUfiil flames ; their fear renewed their hope, 
and they lesohred to seek proteAion from the Duke qf 
Burgundy. 

It was night. Burgundy was sitting sleepless 
in the English camp refleding on die insotenct of 
Bedford. An invisible Angel descends to htm, t^d 
makes a speech sound in the profundity of his heart, 
wounding his pride and leading to repentance. In the 
morning a citizen from Orleans comes to him, and in- 
treats him to protc£i the town from the arms of the Eng- 
lish and the despair of Dunois. Burgundy ac(^uaints 
Bedford with this offer, who insolently replies, that no onis 
shall attempt with impunity to prote£l Orleans &om the 
English vengeance. The Duke retires in discoatfintt 
and the citizen returns despairingly to Orleans. 

Fame now had spread abroad a report that Dunob 
unable longer to defend Orleans had destroyed it by ftfCy 
and perished with it. This report deprives the King of 
his last hope He assembles his chiefs, expresses his 
despair, and declares that he will retreat to the wildt 
of Dauphin^, preferring exile to captivity. His Coun- 
sellors are silent ; and Charles rises to depart with thif 
resolution. 

Quand il voit, vefs la porte, un mobile nOage 
S* avancer contre luy, tntvencr aon passage. 
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fistineeler, se fen^fe, ct descouvrir aux ycux 

Un portrait anim6 des-merveilles des Cieux. 

Le nCiage, en son se!n, comme en une ample scene, 

Luy mbnstre une feergere, ou plutost une Reyne; 

Tant d' eclat rejalit, tant de majesty sort 

De son air venerable, et de son grave port. 

Sb taille est plus -qu' humaine, et dans sa haute mine 

Rduit r impression de la Grace divine ; 

£lle a la front modeste, et son severe aspe^ 

Des moins respe^eux attire le respe6k. 

Son poil brun, qui se frise en boucles naturelles, 

Acompagne le feu de ses noires pninelles, 

Et Ton voit en son teint, d'etcrnelle fraischeur. 

La rongeur se confondre avecque la blancheur. 

Les douceurs, les sousris, les attraits, ni les charmcs, 

De ce visage altier ne forment point les armes ; 

n est beau de luy-mesme, il donte sans charmer, 

Et fait qu* on le revere, et qu* on n'ose Taymer. 

'POur tons soins une fiere et sainte negligence, 

De sa masle beaut£ rehausse I* excellence. 

Et, par ses omemens, ouvrages du hazard, 

Rend la nature, en luy, plus aymable que 1* art. 

Unie innocente flamme, ainsi qu*une couronne, 

Dore sa tresse brune, et sa teste environne ; 

Mais d'un divin brasier ses regards flambo3rans 

Percent et bruslent tout de leur traits foudroyans. 

Son geste, bien que sage, est plein de hardiesse ; 

Sa contenance est humble, et pourtant sans bassesse ; 

Et sa condition ne paroist nullement. 
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Si non par sa honlette et par son ▼esteraent. 

Le Ciel, pour la former, fit un rare meslange 

Des vertus d'une Fille, et d'un Homme et d*un Ange ; 

D*on vint parestre au jour cet astre des Fran9oiSy 

Qui ne fiit pas un d'eux, et qui fut tous Ie& trois. 

That instant he beheld a moving cloud 
Sail on and cross his way ; it flash*d awhile, 
Then cleaving gave to his astonishM view 
A living portrait of the miracles 
Of Heaven. A Shepherdess, or rather Queen 
(Such majesty adorned her serious port) 
Embosomed there appeared. Statelier her height 
Than human ; on her countenance there beam*d 
The Grace divine ; her look severe, her front 
Of modesty even from the scoffer forced 
Respeft: the clustered auburn of her hair 
Assorted with the dark glance of her eye ; 
And purest red and white made on her cheek 
Health's lovely intermixture. Gentleness 
And smiles and dimpled sweetness did not form 
Her loftier charms, she charmed not — but subdued. 
They who beheld her yielded reverence. 
But did not dare to love. No woman wiles 
Had she ; a bold and holy negligence 
Ennobled her strong beauties. Round her brow, 
Gilding her tresses brown luxuriance, 
Unharming pla/d a coronet of fire, 
Sot the arrowed lightning of her looks transpierced 
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All hearts : her mien was calm and confident 
In dignified humility. The crook 
And garb alone bespake the Shepherdess ; 
Heaven had combined the virtues of a Maid 
A Man and Angel in her, and she seem'd 
Neither, but all in one. 

They beheld this prodigy with astonishment, but the 
Divine Providence breathed itself into their bosoms, and 
predisposed them to believe in the Mai*?. The King is 
no ways distinguished from those around them, but she 
singles him out, tells him Dunois still lives, that Orleans 
still resists the English, and that Heaven has defmted 
her to rescue France and crovm him in Rheims. Gillon 
alone, inspired with jealousy, warns Charles to beware of 
this juggle. The Maid looks at him and he falls sense- 
less. The King has instant faith ; he immediately gives 
his own armour to her, but she demands the sword of 
Martel, consecrated by him after the defeat of the Sara- 
cens, and now concealed at Fierbois in the tomb of a 
holy maid. They all believe in her and are comlbried. 
Night comes on, and the Maid betakes herself to prayec 

THE SECOND BOOK. 



Charles rose before the sun ; the Warrior Maid meets 
him. Prince, she cried, arm all that can be armed in 
thy weak provinces. I shall subdue the English, but 
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set vitbout Boldien. Fonn a camp, and thaugb it bf 
compoied of ]>o]fs and old meo, God will iinpel their 
duts. The Klag't commands are divu]|ged erery wheitu 
and oh prodigioiis effefl-l oh aiarvellous beyond what is 
human! in only six days, six thousand combatants 
arrived under the walls of Chioon. . 

In the mean time 
the Maid willing to spare blood writes to the English. 
She took the paper, an Angel guided the pen. After 
dis p atchin g this, she passes the whole night on her Juiecs 
Jn psajper. In this holy state, among the ssunts, with 
devcQtsighiogs and pioai tears «beintreated heaven to 
Jikss lier armi^ jior did she sdbate this feiYOor till the 
aixtk saormog wlm ihc trocips were assembled. 

Godefioy now anisrosifrom Orleans to inform Charles 
•f the distress of Uie inhahkanis, and their desperate 
sesolution. The Maid replies m a strain of prophecy, 
sad the attoniihed -Godefoyy breads liex 4ike a divinity. 
The XQDVDf is piepared, and thirty vessels laden with 
IpaiK. The^wordacrives from fierbois; the strong 
.ixviiofChaateaBrDax is weak in presenting it to the 
Virgin^'.theflaming blade devoun itsprison and attempts 
io Keleaae itself. I went to the .dark Forest of Fierboit 
Mid he, 1 found the ancient temple and the cavern, I 
liadibe caxem opened and descended in devout horror. 
leaqpttd&r the Swor4» and all were ignorant respe£lisg 
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it. My sad bait could not believe the holy Maid had 
been deluded. I addressed myself to heaven and vainly 
and unceasingly consumed three days in prayer. Heaven 
seemed to be of brass and deaf to my cries. At last a 
sound of trumpets vas heard, the earth opened, and 
amidst a thoufiund flames I beheld the Sword. The 
\Iaid wields its prodigious weight widi ease. She calb 
on Heaven to favour her. A gentle tempest murmurs 
round her head and the harmless lightning falls on her. 

The messenger returns, and relates widi what insolence 
the English had received her letter. She gives the 
signal to march. Charles vrould have accompanied her, 
but she bids him remain till his presence is necessary. 
On the seventh morning they arrive in sight of Orleans. 
They attack the English ; the Maid fights at their head ; 
she is surrounded, and calls for the aid of heaven. 

Towards the celestial house of the Virgin, a sparkling 
star rises in the form of a pyramid ; in this, the most 
intense of fires, is the Arsenal of God. Here are his 
thunderbolts ; here his three scourges, war, pestilence, 
and famine; here too is the shield which prote^ France 
and a thousand similar to it, like so many suiis. God 
sends a thousand Angels to take these and defend the 
Maid. Bedford rallies the English. An Angel whis> 
pers to Burgundy that this is the moment to revenge 
himself, and ht with his troops abandons th» field* 



41 



Bedford blasphemes. Dunoit allies out, overthrows 
Glacidas and compleats the vi^ry. Wondering what 
Hero has performed such exploits, Dunois hastens to 
meet die Maid. As the Moon after an eclipse comes 
forth in her brightness and makes the Sun ashamed, the 
Maid appeared. She had raised her beaver. Her luminoas 
firont shot forth more splendour, a vermil flame shone 
upon her cheeks, the sweat ran down in pearls. Her 
vagabond tresses formed a thousand waves on the wind, 
illustriously sullied with dust. Dunois deems her an 
Angeh 

God beheld her from his azure throne. With a 
speaking glance which they who see hear, he explained 
his will to the chief of the Seraphim, that all the French 
warriors, but especially Dunois, should centre all their 
loves in the Maid. The Angel makes her dart a pure 
and holy fire which chaces away every other flame, and 
til the French warriorti but especially Dunois, fall in 
knre with the Maid* 

They proceed towards the city, and behold their 
vessels with the provisions repelled by a contrary wind 
and atucked by the English vessels. The maid prays, 
the wind changes, the convoy sails up in safety. She 
enters Orleans in triumph, and goes immediately to the 
Church in military pomp. Here she intreats God to 
destroy the English. A subterranean thunder shakes the 
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tcmplCi the altar scatters round a glory, a voice is heard 
pronouncing th£. English sha^l be destroyed,. 
and the Angel oUhe Lord blows his trumpet thrice. 

Impatient for a6lion» the Maid ascends a tower from 
whence Dunois fhpws her the English forts and tells her 
who commands them. Here he would declare his. 
passion, but his voice fails him. She prophecies that on 
the second day the plain below them shall be delivered 
frpm the enemy, and retires to a Convent of Nuns for 
the night. Dunois prepares all things for the attack. 
He feels his love for Maria gone, soliloquizes upon his 
fickleness, and lies awake all night. 

THE THIRD BOOK. 



The Warrior Maid arose with Aurora, and the splen^ 
dour whkh diffused itself from ch«ir countenances made* 
it doubtfol which of tliem brooghc back the day. Dunois 
came to present to her the truncheon- of ■ tommantk 
I, said he^ wilt march- unde^ youi^* amiable orders- as 
youf soldier, your loter he would have said, but the 
sight of the Holy one firozc up his speech. She takes 
the military sccpcrc, arranges the troops in* twenty bat- 
talions and leads dicm to attack the fbrts^ The English^ 
repulse thtiti in the escalade, but retreat froni the Maid 



US 



and Dunois, as the RhinocetM, who wich hii' honr 
(ttprisons elephants and dragons iti their detti, hMes 
Mmseif firom the Lion. After capturing two forts, the 
Pteadi sleep on the field of hattle, end ita tiie inoming 
ittack die Toomelles. Bedford here makes a vigorous 
le^ance, Dunois is wotindcd, her comrades fiafll arOund 
the Maid, her brother bleeding in every limb itill fights, 
a^dshe still uiges die assault miterrified and unharmed. 
'' But the Devil saw all this. He hated France because 
iht had conquered the Huns and the Saracens and the 
Lomhards smd the Saxons, and brought back the Albigen- 
ses to the Church ; and he had a very great regard for 
the English, foreseeing the heresy of that real monster 
Henry VIII. At the tnomem when the Maid had gained 
the summit of die wril, came a reinforcement from the 
Dcfil ; Bedford lek their arrival, he hurled his javelin, 
diey strengthened his arm, and the weapon wounds the 
Maid in the neck, She encourages her soldiers, and 
retires to the Surgeon, he findii the bone is broken tuA 
entreats her to retire to rest. She refuses. Dunois heairs 
of her wound ; love conquers duty and he quits his post 
to vitit her, but as he is on the way duty conquers love 
and he isetams back agsun. 

But God beheld die Maid. 
He bids an Aog^l gather a plam of healing virme in the 
fardcrn cf the Stan, the Angel presses iti Juice into heir 
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wound, instantly she is healed, and (lies to the assault. 
The Angel returns to God and tells him that the fallen 
Spirits are assisting the English. God sees the danger, 
and sends a band of Angels to chace them away. A dread* 
ful combat ensues. The guardian spirit of the Maud 
purges her eyes, and she beholds St. Agnan and St. Euvert, 
the tutelary Saints of Orleans, assisting in the attack. 

Between Heaven and Earth where Thunder reigns, 
dwells Terror, who with her hundred cold hands freezes 
the hearts of men. Her body and her wings are covered 
with mouths incessantly open and clamorous. She comes 
to aid the French, and the defeat of the English tjecomes 
inevitable ; in vain Talbot and Glacidas attempt to 
encourage them, they crowd over the bridge to escape, 
the bridge breaks under them, a thousand Englishmen 
perish in the fall, Glacidas himself is drowned, Talbot 
alone escapes by swimming. 

The French pursue their enemies, and the Maid presses 
upon Bedford, when the Devils cause a sudden darknesi 
to save him ; she penetrates through this, but then the 
true Night succeeds to the false one, and she orders 
retreat. An hundred fires of joy are kindled ; they pile 
up a trophy and she harangues the troops. They bur^ 
the dead. The Mayor of Orleans in the name of the 
people speaks an address of thanks to the Maid. She 
quarters the troops m the forts, and retires at length to rest. 
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THE FOURTH BOOK. 



The delivery of Orleans was soon kno>%'^n throughoot 
France and excited a general joy among the people 
oppressed under a foreign yoke. Maria alone vvas afflifled, 
and deemed the Maid born for her misfortune as for the 
misfortune of the English. 

Agnes alone could dispute 
the palm of beauty with Maria : the tresses divided in 
two equal torrents on her mild forehead, her curling 
locks floated loosely, and in the opeiv prison of her eye- 
lids two Suns centered their radiance. None without 
loving her could behold Maria, but Dunois alone had 
inspired her with mutual affe£lion. The orphaned niece 
of Burgundy she dwelt in Paris under his protc6lion, and 
knew no joy but, in secretly cherishing the love which he 
opposed. 

Not far from Paris is a thick forest ; it derives 
its name of Fontainebleau, from a fountain that rises 
there ; the waters of that fountain do not seem waters, 
but liquid pearls mingled with diflblvcd diamonds and 
distilled sapphires ; the Eye of the world never beholds 
itself so beautiful as in this sweet mirror. To a palace 
in this forest Bqrgimdy had retired in disgust, and here 
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Maria is contemplating herself in the fountain, and study* 

ing looks of love, when her confidant Yolante brings the 

tidings that Orleans is delivered and Dunois safe. 

But the joy of Maria lOon ceases when she hears from 

Yolante that Dunois loves the Shepherdess who hat 

preserved him. Instantly she faints ; a faithful messenger 

confirms all her fears ; and after much aicknest and m^ny 

soliloquies, she assents to a proposal ^f Yolante : this 

faithful servant disguises herself as a man, and sets out 

for Orleans. 

The Maid has left that city. She reaches 

Chinon and urges Charles to prepare new levies that he 

may speedily be crowned in Rheims. Alengon begs 

permission to combat under her banners, and departs with 

her. 

In the mem time Y<dante arrivet at Orleans and 

meets Ounois. She tells him that Maria will not credit 

the report of his inconstancy : I>unois confesses it ; She 

upbraids him and shows him the miniature which ht had 

given Maria, in which he was painted bearing chains 

wkh the name of Maria on l9)cm« Suddenly transported 

be kisses the name — ^but at that instant the Maid returns ; 

Dunois sees her, confesses that he is very criminal but 

tliat he cannot help it, and Yolante returns in despair. 

The Maid now excites her army to prosecute their 

success. Dunoii is jealous of Alen9on> and at the 
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atttck.o(Gerg^a diey emuloiuly entreat her to permit 
tbem to scale the walls. She bids them wait till the 
ensuing morning. Suffolk and his brother Alexander 
make a vigorous defence. The Devils come again, and 
roll down a huge fragment of the wall upon the Maid, 
bat her guardian Angel interposed and it shivered like 
glass upon her helmet. She enters the breach and routs 
the DevHs and the English. Alen^on is still opposed by 
Alexander, he kills him at length, but falls by his sidtf 
and ret^ns nothing of life except his lively grief for the 
death of Cletembauld his friend, who had died in a 
angular manner ; an arrow was aimed at AIen9on the 
maid suddenly called him away, and then told him it was 
because God had chosen that Clerembauld, not he, 
should perish by that arrow. The vi£lory is compleat, 
Suffolk knights young Renaud and then yields himself 
his prisoner ; Dunois capture his brother De la Pole. 
Tfiley enter Gergeau in triumph, and send the prisoner^ 
and the wounded by water to Orleans. . 

THE FIFTH BOOK. 



The-llaid sends to infona the King of the capture of 
Goig^au^ and revests speedy feinfbrcements. Charleii 
ovffrwhfilmcd with joy makes all poMible dispatch, and- 
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employed prayer as well as power. Soon he beheld the 
banks covered and the ways thronged with soldiers ; a 
thousand standards waved on the shores of the Viennc. 
At this amiable sight the king gave such signs of hit 
ravishment as the young lover, who after long despairing 
and delay sees the preparations for his marriage, whilst 
his heart swims and drowns itself in a sea of inexpressible 
joys. 

All the soldiers were eager as their Monarch for 
the war; all but Amaury, his low-bom, ambitious, 
worthless favourite. He had banished Agnes, the mis- 
tress of Charles from the court because her influence 
lessened his ; but now Gillon his father advises him to 
recall her, that she may countera6l the power of the 
Maid. Roger, brother of Agnes, is dispatched to her 
with the tidings ; he sails down the Loire, reaches the 
palace where she dwells in melancholy solitude, finds her 
sitting under a dark rock, and tells her that Amaury has 
recalled her to court. What Roger 1 she replied, will 
he serve me against his own interests ? It is his own 
interest makes him, answered Roger. Heaven to finish 
your misfortunes has raised up a beautiful Monster, an 
illustrious Rustic ; her influence has crushed Amaury ; 
your beauty will destroy her power, and none will be so 
great as you. Rise then o brilliant Sun from this 
profound night, and with thy flames again illuminate the 



4a 

world ! She ascends the bark, and the amorous Zephyr 
wafts her on her way. In the interim, Dunois and the 
holy Maid depart from Gergeaa with their troops. 
Meun makes but little resistance ; but the citadel of 
Baugency stood upon a high and inaccessible rock, and 
the garrison thought themselves secure. She bids the 
army r^se a cavalier : in five days it-was high enough 
to overtop the towers, and the English trembled. A 
band of warriors approach, led by Richemont, who to 
serve his country, forgets the injuries he has received 
from his King, and requests the Maid to mediate between . 
them. Baugency now capitulates. The Devils them- 
selves yield to this torrent of miracles. 

The danger of 
Gergeau had alarmed the English, and Talbot, mustering 
all the force he could, marched to relieve it. On the 
way he learns its capture, and turns towards Baugency. 
A body of nine hundred soldiers meet him, he prepares 
to attack them, and discovers the garrison of Baugency. 
We must yield to the fortune of Dunois, said Talbot, 
we must suffer his glory to immolate our honour ; and 
he marched to shelter himself in Jenville. 

At Patay the Maid discovers them, but they strike into a 
forest ; and Richemont and Dunois regret that their ene- 
mies have thus escaped them. Onward ! cried the Maid ; 
Talbot shall be my prey; Heaven will discover his traces. 
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xhey cross tofe I/nrfcf ttdsccmuimtes^stiigi wnon^iKifft 
2L collar of alter, spotted vtdi fleur &t lys of gold. The 
wife of the fint Valob bad takeft dns stag nrheA^ (awn s 
she had preserved and fed him ; and whether hy ifastbiS, 
or some knowledge by a hundred diHerent ah J evldefit 
signs, he used to Ibrctel die events of heir life. Restbr«d 
to freedom, he had now lived in the forests for an age, 
and never appeared, but tb dmen something important 
to thp house of ValoSs. 

Heaven has sent him, cried the 
Maid, follow ! and he will lead us to the enemy. 

The stag ran on throiigh the forest. RicheiA6nt, Dunois, 
apd the Maid follow with ardor, but unequal pace, and 
they soon lose him in the intricacies of the wood. Sudr 
denly they hear a thousand clamours; they hasten 
towards the sound, and discover the stag routing tjbe 
English army. Heaven dem^hds its vi£Ums, exclaimed 
the Maid. Frenchmen 1 let us destroy tjie rebels, aod let a 
Stag to-day lead on l«ioos. 

Talbot founs his men into a phalanx and desperately 
resists. Many of the French fall ; among others Kara* 
drcux, who to his ligh^qing attack joined a voice of 
thunder, with one blow lost both his life and voice. 
But the Maid grapples with Talbot and takes him, pri- 
soner. The. French now exercise upon their enemies 
all that unbridled fury could inspiit; their fate was 
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inhimana bul fit foe tyrants. Fastolffe escapes to Car'* 
bctl. TbeMvd rests iajenville. To this place Talbot 
il foUowiQg slowly, indi^4Dant at his fate. It is night. 
hyo^lf brave son of this brave father, vho has just 
letifioed fipom Emglanda falls upon the ^uard and deliver^ 
^uQit and they ha^n toother to Paris. 

THE SIXTH BOOK. 



fifuring th'rse transadions die King Wf tka new raisedl«rmf 
begins his march. On the seventh day they reach Meonl 
The Holy Maid goes to xbeet Charles aH the news of his 
approach. It was evening when they met, but the Maid 
came forth from a forest and fike the risi^ig sun with 
radiant fire dazzled their eyes, ll fear, said! Charles, thtt 
you have left no vidorics for us; the greatness of your 
benefits has injured* us, aU)d we cah gain no glory from 
the English. Great Prince, replied the generous Holy 
One, you conceive' without cau's^ this beautiful fear* 
I have doiie but little ; what remains is of hnpoirtakice, 
the crown usurped by the English is worthier of your 
loyal sword ; you shall subdue RheiVns, and by your 
arm shall Paris be preserved. Animated by thift fepl^ 
Charles instantly ordered the drums to beat a march ; but 
Ae l/Lld prevented this; repress a little great King! cried 
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she, the fire of thy courage ; we imist before we dejrart 
see thy vast camp pass by standard after statidxrd. S6- 
they determined to have a review the following morning. 
Just as the review is finished they behold a barg^ 
sailing up the Loire ; its shape was Atcange and fearliil. 
The workman hftd given it the form of an enorifioitt 
dragon ; he disguised the rudder in a tail, the head made 
the prow, the oars were the feet« and the sails two 
expanded wingi of crimson ; the body was covered with 
scales of a reddish brown. The dragon moved to shore, 
and the astonished camp beheld a countenance of divine 
beauty rise from its hideous womb, for Agnes landed. 

Like Venus, with Roger dressed like Cupid by her side, 
Agnes approached the King. Charles felt his reason 
troubled, and Amaury hopes his plans will be successful. 
Monarch of France, she said, in this your noble enter- 
prize accept of my arm and my courage. X am a woman 
it is true, but in this happy period yromen are warriors, 
and it shames me that this holy Shepherdess, not I, should 
haftre relieved you from your distresses. Amaury saw thq 
yielding heart of Charles. God wills it, he exclaimed;^ 
and proves by this second miracle that this sex is the 
blessing of France. 

But the holy Maid abhorred their 
artifice. Abuse not the Sun of Justice, she cried, take 
not the name of the Almighty in vain, Charles be 
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contented with the divine grace. This succour which 
}hty oficr thee b a deadly wccour, it will be thy ruirr, 
not thy support* Heaven commands thee, and if thou 
desptsest heaven, what evils will ensue ! Thou Beauty 
deadly to all, deadly even to thyself, remove from thrs 
camp thine agreeable pest, return with thy sweet enchant- 
ments to thy solitude, and dread the secret judgments of 
an ayenging God. 

As she spalce the redness of fire shone 
upon her countenance, a glory diffused itself around her; 
her voice thundered, and all who heard her were struck 
with fear. Charles and Amaury were silent, the imperiout 
Agnes was confounded, and filled with shame and anger, 
she reascended her bark. 

The implacable enemy of the 
Lord had long been envious of his thunder, and attempted 
an hundred times in vain to make something like it. One 
day, as he was revolving a thousand plans for rendering 
England successful in this war, a dreadful instrument 
suggested itself, and he cast a cannon. He made the 
blackest of all his devils make gunpowder, and sent ■ 
Tury with it to Bedford in the disguise of a Saxon. 
With this new thunder the English were every where 
vidorious ; but when Heaven delivered France, these 
Eital instrofflents were captured by the Maid. 
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The boly Wart^or perceived ihat the pvr$(Qpe rf 
Agnes had made a deep impression on the |Cing, ai|d ip' 
divert these thoughts she led him where aq hundred P?n* 
Qon were rcservedfor hn orders. Is it possible, cried I^ 
that Bedford fiiouVl have failed with wm* lx\e tkc9^^ 
He has failed, the ^^aid answered, and thy f«ithliil poc^ 
pie have foiled him ; but of »11 thy aul^eEls the valour of 
Richemont has merited most from France. In his cau^c 
o King! I intreat thy justice. Thus she reconciles Charki 
Vid Richemont* 

The troops xetire to rest; Charlei 
retires to hi& tent and there thinking of Agnes feels ^ 
deepness of his incurable wound : he and An^'ury loo^ 
at each other awhile, speaking with their eyes. The Kii^ 
then lays down agitated with passion, but before morning 
the divine grace stifled this flame. }lfi riseJiand piays t» 
God fpr prote£lion ; tt^iice he repeats the prayer, aQ4 
then fixes his eyes upon the Eastern sky still dark. 

The Archangel who by providence is appointed tl^ 
guardian of France, descends from the highest sphere tp 
Uie lowed regions. He fixed tbe restless air, and forme4 
pf it a figure, hollow within, firm withont^ he gayp 
to it the image of France and enclosed himself within it^ 
Charles, as he contemplated the heavens, beheld this 
animated Colossus appear from the midst of a fiery cl<m.d^ 
It had the semblance of an ancient Princess, whosi( 
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Agult nujesty had tlie place of beauty. Her sceptre of 
iM 'was broktn, the lillies upon her garment were 
Mieitsd. 

The phantom addretses Charles and animatea 
tfim tb pursue hit conquests ; she calls on heaven to pre- 
9tnt him, ** Let me perish— 'but save my King." She 
jfrofliecitsi h» titctessei aiid disappears. 

Instantly they 
^ipaitfor Rheims. Tht shouts of the army imitate 
thunder, the earth echoes under their feet, the dust rises 
sod fohns a night which leaves nothing of the earth now 
disappeai-ed but its lound. £vcry thing yields to this 
6i€e, every one acknowledges Charles, and Burgundy 
Ifitoself sends to congratulate hhn on his successes. 
' Bui the Fiends iiow eiterting all their art to prevent 
l^e coronadon, at length resolved upon the damnable 
dtpe£ent of making the soldiers licentious. In the 
lirgestandblackest cavern 6f hell which is formed of 
mad and burning coals, the fiend Asmodeus dwells. 
He infe^ the army with his sweet poison and causes a 
^^n^hti l&iciviousness and irreguladty. But the Holy 
Ktitid «6on ckars the camp of all its impure followers, 
atid restores to the soldiers their former chastity. 

They )>T6ceed on their career of conquest ; the Maid 
hxttent bftiTor^ them, she summons Auxere, and the 
iiibabit^ffi ^tomise u> admit Charles. After traver^iing 
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tbe Yonnc saccfisfully she returns to Auxerre and find^ 
the Klrg passing by the town. Her Angel informs ber 
that this is occasioned by her enemy Amaury Mvho has 
been bribed by the Auxerrois. She accuses him to the 
l!Mng» but neither of them reply. They summon Troyes 
which refuses to capitulate. Amaury now openly opposes 
the Maid, and tells Charles that she will lead him to hit 
f uin. Hell seconds his calumnies, and Renaud the Bishop 
likew^ise condemns her ; every voice is raised againut her 
-when she enters. Lo Charles, said she, the fruits of 
Auxerre ! that conquest would have concluded our war- 
fcire ; now Troyes refuses to admit thee. O what evils 
will the thirst of gold occasion us ! The Bishop replic* 
that they dread the effects of her ardour, that their cannons 
follow slowly at a distonce and that it was prudent to leave 
Trbyes and abandon their entcrprizc. Scarcely can the 
Maid listen till he ends his speech. In spite of Hell, 
she cries, I will carry Charles to Rheims. I will break 
the designs of all my enemies. Without a cannon, with-^ 
out an assault, I will within three days plant my standard 
on the highest tower of Troyes. She raises a false battery. 
Her Angel implores the aid of Terror ; who makes the 
English see ten cannon pointed against them, and they 
capitulate. The Maid thus recovers her credit, Amaury 
is silent, they pass the Seine, Chaloos submits, the 
inhabitants of Rheiins expel their garrison and Charles 
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enters the ilcred city* 

THE SEVEKTH SOOK. 

■ ■■ ■ f"' "■■' 
In the meantime Agnes was afflifledwith all the feeling^ 
df voonded vanity ; for awhile die indulged a hope that 
Charles woald follow, but the night came on and be 
appeared not ; in the morning he had begtln his march^ 
lad the mortal fury of Agues became more than mortal i 
she resolves to revenge herself^ and by reconciling Bur^ 
(undy with the English, punish Charles. Burgundy 
was pondering in solitude on the iteult he bad received 
from Bedford, when Ag6es approached. I loved Charles 
for his crown, said she, yon for your person ; this k^t 
'a a real one, atid to you I come. Burgundy is silent. 
Vou doubt mc^ she cominiied. When I heard h6W the 
arrogant folly of the English had injured yon^ I bastencMi 
imcaotly to Charles with the sole design of reconciling 
him to you. He was enraged. I was exposed to the 
madness of his shepherdess, and aJM banished me from the 
ctmp. Burgundy I come to espouse your Cause, equally 
^gdlinst the Maid, Bedford, and France. Bufgundy is 
ittisfied and happy, and conduds Agues to hHi palac«, 
Maria receives her with cold civility, and ar^awers not 
when Agnes observes that they are alike 'in]ured by the 
Maid who hu fecinated i>oth Gharki vki DttHOis ; but 
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sKic retires to her chamber and there weeps for her dear 
inconstant; yet cannot Maria hate this amiable false one, 
she excuses him to herself, the Enchantress lias deceived 
every one, said she, and being thus enchanted Dunois 
sins without sinning. 

The ensuing mocning is the anni- 
versary of the murder of Burgundy's father, and according 
to his cufiom, Burgundy departs to weep over his grave. 
He arrives not till night, and instantly enters the old 
chapel and proceeds to the sepulchre : twenty black 
tapers cast a gloomy light around the bier, it was covered 
with a black pall, all around vras of a dark and obscure 
hue, the armour suspended firom the walls had loft all 
brightness. Philip felt his whole frame turn cold ; he 
knelt and prayed for the repose of his father's soul. At 
that instant the pall fell off — the coffin opened, and the 
dry and withered corpse arose. " Treacherous ungrateful 
Son— it cried, thou wouldst forgive my murderers I 
Agnes only, not the remembrance of thy father, has 
withheld thee 1 without the aid of Bedford thou canst not 
avenge me, and if thou dost not, my shade shall perse« 
cute thee even to the grave*" A fiend had animated 
the body. It now returned into the coffin, and Bur- 
gundy, reconciled to the Regent in his heart, departs £ar 
Fontainebleau. On his arrival he meets Bedford, who 
is come to appease him and request his aid again. Tbey 



^part together to the bitter disappointment of Agnes ; 
Maria, who will not remain with her, returns to Paris, 
and she b left with only Roger. 

A council was 
at this time sitting at Basle for the purpose of destroy ing 
the Bohemian heretics ; and as it appeared to them a 
necessary measure previously to reconcile the Christian 
kings, they had sent two of the greatest prelates of their 
number to mediate between France and England. These 
prelates approach Fontaineblcau, Roger invites them in, 
and shows them a gallery of pi6lurcs containing the 
bistory of France from the af celCon of £)dward III. to 
the throne of England ; if the pi£lures were not better 
tlian the poetry that describes them, the colle6llon must 
have been very bad, and if Roger did not enliven his 
speech by his manner of delivering it, the Bishops must 
byve been tirejd. 

THE EIGHTH BOOK* 



Charles now prepares for his coronation ; by sound of 
trumpet be commands his army to pray, and instantly 
they begin praying. A pious movement in their souls 
deadened for awhile their love of war, and they breathed 
only mildness and pcace^ 
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In the centre of Rheims, a 
holy church clcvatci itself to the clouds, and, thnistmg 
pp its towers iqto the midway sky, provokes the lightning. 
This mass, made of the entraiU of a mountain^ was by 
the ArchiteQ shaped like a cross. From its wall hun^ 
the ancient banner given to Clovis when he became a 
Christian* Here under a silver key was kept the crowp, 
whose jewels at once wounded and delighted the eye ; 
here too were the royal mantle, the great mystic ring, 
and thesceptce which makes the Prince just, and renders 
his heart humane. Bedford had sent these from St.* 
Denis, that the English King might be crowned at 
Rheims ; but by the decree of heaven he removed them 
for the coronation of Charles. A scaffolding for the 
King is ere6led on a level with the alur. 

At nighty 
Charles accompanied only by the Maid, Clermont and 
Dunois, goes to the church, and passes the night in 
prayer; in the morning the doors are opened and a 
torrent of people inundate it. Charles, said the Bi^op, 
thou who art only King of a part of France, the time i$ 
come for thee to subjed all, and render thyself absolute.' 
Heaven at this moment opens above thee, and God 
descends in his glory to crown thee by my hands. After 
this flight of episcopal eloquence, he anoints the King 
from the holy ampulla, and makes him swear to defen<t 
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tlie church and die in the (aith. Charles then partake! 
the terrible mystery of the sacrament, and the ceremony 
concludes. 

The King invites his nobles to his table. 
It was a splendid feast of delicate luxury and exquisite 
abundance. Suddenly they hear an uproar: tidings 
hyve vrived that Bedford is marching towards Rhcims 
rein£9rced by his son, his son who is destined by Heaven 
to luhje^ the Lillies to the English Leopard. 

Bedford 
believed in Astrology and regulated his condu£l by the 
stars. Informed by these that his son was promised to 
attain very high honours in France, but that he would 
be exposed to imminent penis there, he had kept him in 
retirement, but now the cause of England "was become 
to desperate, the aspe6l of the planets became more 
favourable and he summoned his son. All Ireland and 
all England are roused up to war. At this news Charles 
ftarts from table, his nobles arise around him, they 
^mand to be led towards Bedford, and the soldiers 
partake of their enthusiasm. 

Who is this Son that 
rtanimates the hopes of Bedford ? said Charles to the 
Maid, when Clermont and Dunois alone remained with 
th^m. Will Heaven forsake us tp assist hini ? This 
is all hidden from me, replied the Maid. But assuredly 
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that side will preYail which most fears the Lord. This 
answer does not satisfy the King. He begins to doubt 
his cause ; for the first time he wishes to participate in 
the revelations made to the Maid ; Clermont and Dunois 
join their hun^ble requests to his; she assents and promises 
that they shall be favoured with a knowledge of the 
future. 

There is a cavern in the church of St, MarcuU 
phe, deep and dark ; ihe dews hang in long stala^ydes 
from its roof, and cover over the altar. After having 
performed nine days devotion here, the anointed Kings 
of France have the glorious privilege of healing by their 
touch an evil otherwise incurable; a privilege only 
granted to the Kings of FnjLnce, On the ninth night 
Charles, Cle/mont and Dunois are mingling their prayers 
and sighs with those of the Maid, when a sudden light 
illuminates the cavern, marvellous music follows, and a 
voice foretells the death of the Maid and the future for- 
tunes of the Bourbon family. 

Charles and his com- 
panions thought themselves transported to the third 
beaven; he quits the cavern and cures the multitude who 
are waiting for his miraculous touch. 

Soissons, Laon, 
and Saint-Quentin send to submit to the King. Tanneguy 
Clermont^ and Dunois dejpart to receive their submission. 
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AmiaryTcmains alone with Charlety who is now disquie- 
ted by the news that Burgundy has raised an army to 
oppose him. 

THE NINTH BOOK. 



Charles is greatly agitated by the condu£l of Burgundy. 
Of all the Devils whom the womb of the earth had 
vomited out to assist the English, the most mischievous 
was one whose body is made of nothing but ears and eyes. 
This fiend stimulates Amaury to make the King jealous 
of Agnes. He tells him that Agnes has instigated 
Burgundy, and that her condufl was the natural cScGt of 
the cruelty and disdain with which he had dismissed her. 
Charles feels this ingenious poison flow into his soul ; 
his love revives; and when the Maid urges him to 
march to Paris, he declares his fear of Burgundy, and 
regrets hb behaviour to Agnes. Amaury follows him 
in a bolder tone, pouring out his gall in great waves upon 
the Maid. The King, said he, is no longer led by the 
Spirit that inspires you, for he finds that it produces 
only evil ; if it be evil to have armed Burgundy against 
ns, to have insulted that generous fair one who has his 
heart in her hands, and thus to have deprived France of 
so powerful an ally. You said that heaven, with whom 
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ydti woald cover tbe hottot of your Uartoouf ia% 
teje£Ud her aad| and why ?— -whto it admitted yours I 
because you would not endure a rival at Court yoa have 
deprived Charles of his throne, perhaps of his life. 
This is a little too inioletit ! leplied Che Maid. Orleans 
is then forgotten, and so many rescued cities und this 
glorious coronation I These miracles have I atchieved 
without Agnes, the heavens have seen me execute their 
orders, and they shall see me defeat the English without 
Agnes, they shall see me carry the war, without 
Agnes and in despite of Burgundy, to the walls of Fans. 
lEvery where Charles shah thou be conqueror^ if thoa 
wilt preserve thine heart firom sin. 

At the speech of (ha 
Maud Charles is filled with sadness, he is ashamed of hit 
love, and in his heart reverences the Holy one. Amamy 
u at once agitated by fear and hatred, and ai his power 
lessens his malevolence increases. At this mometlt 
they hear a mighty shout, the approach of Bedford h 
announced, the army are impatient to meet htm, their 
ardour cannot be repressed, and they begin thcir march. 
In the mean time Bedford leads on his troops, kt 
harangues them, and they applaud hiffl with an hundred 
shouts. But terror comes among them, and they all 
refuse to proceed. He himself feels the influences of 
this power, and retires towards Paris. Charles paruiei 
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bivf, md 00 the fi&h evcmng resolve« to march all ni^t 
to overtake and attack the English } he animates bit 
soUien, they proceed eiigerly* and arrive near the 
enemies camp before morning- 

But the great Devil wu 
grievously troubled when he learnt from his agents the 
success of France. Even in the flames of Hell he felt 
his soul shiver. 

Iq the profound abyss, which is the 
centre of the world, there is an immense cavity, another 
uoiverBe inhabited by Spcftres. Its devouring fires, hy 
t power unknown to our fires, bum even the very soul 
of the damned souls, and though they always bum it, it 
IS always unconsumed. A &lse light only serves to 
fcoder these horrouiss more horrible. There, diaped like 
a dragon, the great Devil reigns over the damned and thf 
denoDs, there he punishes all, »nd fiBeb himaelf stvcrer 
tortures than he infli6is« 

As when under the torrid zone 
the Basilise, that tremendous KiDg who carries a aow» 
on hii he«d» and death in hit eyes, prepares to go forth 
fipom hia groito and survey bis empire, a sound goes 
faefeie him, all his creeping aubjeda, every thing flies 
firom him, and the solitude of the desart is redoubled i 
so^ when the old Dragon prepared to go abroad, a 
mHrnmar ran (hsough Hell and the Fiendi from Ifar 
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dt respect, avoided bi^ way. Earth opened her 
bosom, and gave him a passage : from night eternal he 
rises to another night. He looks around ; be sees — ah, 
what a sight !— he sees his dear Bedford ready to perish, 
the French approaching, Terror flying before them, and 
disheartening the English. Enraged at this sight, be 
dbcovers himself to Terror, and exclaims — ** What art 
thou doing 1 I wonder no longer that my emissaries 
failed ; thou only couldst have surmounted their arts. 
Ab^ my dear Terror, if thou still rememberest my ancient 
glory, repent while thou raayest, and pour thy coldest 
venom in rapid torrents, through these fatal troops. 

Then the old dragon breathed out bis foul breath over 
the French, and Terror built a chimera of an hundred 
vain phantoms, and displayed it to their eyes. The 
soldiers are alarmed^ the chie& partake their fear. 
Above all, old Gillon is confounded, and abandons 
himself to cries and lamentations. 

But Gillon recolle£is that 
the Holy Maid is advanced alone to survey the English 
camp. From rank to rank he goes, vomiting out his 
gall ; Terror assists him ; the Devil appears in the shape 
of the Bishop, filling the troops with fear and rage 
against the sorceress who has led them to death. Amaury 
endeavours to awaken the same sendments in Charla« 
Charles, howevefi will not admit them ; '* if we mps^ 
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die/' lays be, " let us die nobly ; let us perish like a 
king." 

During this sudden change, the Maid pene- 
trates the camp of the enemy ; she beholds them all 
sleeping, chiefs as well as soldiers, and promises herself 
that, before morning, they shall pass from this usual, to 
their eternal sleep. She returns towards the army, but 
to her utter astonishment, finds them gone ; eagerly she 
seefks them ; she enters a deep valley between two 
mountains; a black whirlwind suddenly rises before her; 
more troubled she hastens towards it, when Tcrmrs 
meets her. " Holy Maid," he cries, " to whom France 
will one day bum incense, if you would preserve your 
own glory, .fly from this rock, where Hell prepares 
yoi^r gii^ve. AH have sworn your destru£lion ; the 
soldiers avow their hatred ; Qharles suffers them to 
attack your honour ; Gillon is in favor ; Amaury is 
uncontrolled ; and the Bishop makes every heart desire 
yoar death. By the God whom you ^rve, I conjure 
you to save yourself, and abandon these ungrateful ones 
who would destroy you. 

" Ah Termes," replied the 
Maid, with a haughty smile, " is it thus that you hold 
the honour of the Maid dear ? would you have her a 
coward ? Lo 1 how she flies I'*— and immediately she 
hastened on ; a glory emanated frpm her, and illumina*^ 
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ted the valley; the Devil fled, the shades of hell 
changed into vapours, the sun arose and scattered them. 
Full of God she addressed the French, and her voice 
ivas unlike a human voice. 

Her thundering mouth 
was eloquent, even in silence, when she ceased. The 
flaming shields of a thousand angels reinforced the 
lightning of her looks, and the shadows that still 
remained Upon the soldiers souls, fled before the' 
splendour. 

They hasten towards the English, but the 
opportunity was past ; the English are gone. When 
first Charles retreated, the Devil in difguise informed 
Bedford, and urged him to pursue ; but he soon returned 
and bade him save himself by instant flight. He terri- 
fies the army, they fly towards Paris, Bedford himself 
flies, but he flies the last. 

THE TENTH BOOK. 



But amidst this great alarm another fear troubles Satan 
bimaelf ; he dreads that the Parisians may refuse to 6pieki 
their gates to the fugitives. Instantly he flies to Parttf 
assumes the form of Fastolff, and enters the bed chamber 
of Isabel ; tells her the danger of Bedford, that her fO0| 



69 

b^ wont enemy is approaching, bids her open the 
gates to the figitives ; then, feassuming his own shape, 
be disappears. 

This execrable old Queen immediately 
arises ; she pretends that some pious duty leads her out 
of the tity ; the bridge is lowered for her, her chariot 
breaks upon it, as if by accident ; thus the gate is kept 
open, and Bedfor<l enters. Isabel goes round the city, 
haranguing the citizens, and animating them against 
Charles. Bedfbrd*tiaans the walls, the inhabitants take 
conn^, and prepare for the ensuing dangers. 

Whilst Charles is reproaching himself for having 
suffered the English to escape him, Amaury complains 
to him of the contempt which he endures from the 
Maid. *' She is right,*' exclaims the King, ** to 
despise those who make so bad a use of success. Our 
Cowardice has made the English conquer. We have 
lived one day too long for our honour." Confounded by 
this reply, Amaury despairs of recovering his credit 
with the King, and resolves to seek death from the 
English, that this glorious end may make Charles 
regret him, and destroy the influence of the Maid. 

Dttnois and Tanneguy now arrive ; the King holds a 
council ; they advise him to attack Paris ; but Charles 
wonldhave yielded to the artful and cowardly penuasions 
<^ Gillon, had not the Maid entered, and once more 
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determined bis wavering retolotion. Her courage 
MMmates the army ; they advance to Paris through those 
realty fortunate fields, that happy country, where 
peace and love have fixed their dwelling. 

When they reach Paris, the King commands bia 
oldest Herald to go and summon the Citizens to suneiK 
der ; Amaury deems this a good opportunity to re-estabr 
Ksh his chara£ler» or die nobly, and he accompanies 
the herald. 

But BedfoT^ in order to 4nender the citizens 
desperate, conceives the most horrible of plans; he 
communicates it to Millington, the captain of the guard, 
and when the Herald has finished his speech, Millington 
cries out to the guard to punish his insolence, and make 
bim an example to his comrades. $atan mingles bia 
ipfernal breath with his words, and they kill the herald.. 
Amaury escapes, relates the murder to Charles, and 
inspires all who hear him with indignation and rage. 
The devil promulgates among the citizens threats of 
merciless vengeance, and i^akes them desperate; and 
whilst Amaury is vomiting blasphemy after blasphemy, 
against the Parisians, he descends to hell„ kindles two 
torches at the infernal fires, ascends again, and deUvera 
them to Amaury, who sets fire to the suburbs. 

Till this time, neither party had employed fire in th^ir 
vais» now every kind of horrour is multiplied; (be Maid 
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has jost gained the rampartt, when she heholds the 
flames. A sudden fear thrills her, she prays God 
10 mod<;rate this fury, and forgive the cruelties of the 
French ; she abandons the advantages she had gained, 
and in a voice of thunder, bids them cease from tins 
damnable assault. ** What do I see, Charles !" she 
exclaims ; *' this is the work of hell ! abandon the 
attack. Let us, henceforth, combat only in the face of 
day." Tanneguy seconds her advice, and the French 
letreat. 

THE ELEVENTH BOOK. 



Bedford loses no time in preparing for the assault. Talbot 
was scarcely yet recovered from his wounds, but on this 
occasion, he forgets his ancient enmity to Bedford^ and 
without any command, resolves to fight where his pre- 
sence shall most be wanted. Another morive animates 
his brave son Lyonnel ; he loves Maria, and in the 
common danger, fears only for her. 

Both parties employ 
the night in preparations. At length the morning 
comes ; awhile they cannonade each other ; a breach it 
made, and the French impetuously resolve to scale it; 
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the Maid yields to the torrent which she is unable ti 
stem. A desperate assault follows ; the English potir 
boiling oil upon the besiegers, and they are every wheni 
repulsed with Ion. 

Dunofs leaps into the towi^ 
followed by a chosen band ; he attacks the Bastille. Tht 
excess of their danger weakens their fear, and they art 
on the point of forcing it, when Lyonnel turns tht 
fortune of the day. After all his foUowera have &llei^ 
Dunois still resists, but wounded and overpowerody llf 
is on the point of perishing, when Maria sees his dan- 
ger, hastens to him, bids him yield to her, and makes 
Lyonnel support his rival. 

The Maid's holy fury inspires 
her soldiers ; she advances through the storm of weapon^ 
and aaceods the wall. Talbot atuurks her ; after a long 
combat, they grapple each other ; the Maid precipitate 
herself with him from that height, and makes him 
prisoner. Wounded in this attack, she extrads the 
weapon herself binds up the wound, and prays to God* 
She beholds the army of Heaven descending to her suc- 
cour,, and rushes again to the wall: her soldiers fear 
to follow her to an assault so dangerous ; *' then I will 
go without your aid/' she cries, '* assisted by the 
squadrons of Qod i*' 

In the darkest recess of Hcave% 
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Sbme hides herself from every eye. Her body is formed 
of ice, her soul of splendour ; a white veil envelopes her. 
No virtue is pure without her, she is the etemil com- 
panioo of Honour. At the words of the Maid the French 
felt this cold Shame arising in fire within their souls. 
They follow her to the assault. Bedford pours down 
vpon her head boiling oil, a forest of darts, a deluge of 
anows and the juins of an hundred palaces, but Heaven 
sorroonded her with a wall of diamond ; they h\\ harm- 
ins upon her. She presses onward, and, mounted at last 
upon piles of the slain, sees no longer an enemy to resist 
her. 

At this instant when the vi£lory is compleat, the 
Maid and her followers are astonished to hear a retreat 
sounded, and from every side the cry of Treason. At 
ihis dreadful cry they are all frozen and stopt. 

THE TWELFTH BOOK. 



T^hilst Charles was pulverizing the waifs of Paris, tho 
Devil had taken upon himself the defence of that city. 
He had resisted the Maid more fiercely than Talbot ; he 
hurled back her own spear to destroy her, and when an 
angel averted it, instantly direfled it against Amaury 
9nd killed him ; then changed himself into a soldier 
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and. ran to tell Gillon that the Maid had murdered hii 
ion. 

Charles finds Gillon weeping over the bod^. Th« 
spear of the Maid is in the wonnd. Thy Saint, tayi the 
old man, has sent thee this glorious present ; this isa tleav 
testimony what Amaury was, what she is. Vou have 
made an Idol of a Sorceress ; her magic has made yoa 
the enemy of your country, and will ultimately destroy 
you. Great King ! may you prove this prophecy false* 
As for me I follow my son — and he expired upon the 
corpse of Amaury. 

Charles felt his blood freeze, his 
hair stood ereft : he saw the spear of the Maid, he 
believed that she had murdered Amaury and betrayed 
him. The Devil deluded him. He conceives a sudden 
hatred for the Maid, instantly orders the retreat to be 
sounded, and with a voice of thunder cries out Treason, 
That cry terrified and astonished all, the Devil poured 
out another from his burning lungs, and the Maid 
abandons her viQory to fly to the succour of the King. 
Soldiers she exclaims, where is the Traitor ? does the 
King live ? whilst she is speaking, Charles approaches. 
Traitress come hither, he cried, and expiate thy crimes 
by my hand. The astonished Maid turns deathy pale, 
and her courage forsakes her. Go— <letestable monster, 
cries Charles— I suffer thee to live for thy punishment | 
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go and be thine own eternal executioner 1 before he con- 
cludes thii speech, a cloud gathers over htm, and the Maid 
sees God ahoot to dart his lightnings at the head of the 
ungrateful Charles ; she prays for him, extenuates his 
&uk, and with sighs and tears implores forgiveness for 
the worthless King* 

Above the highest part of the 
Heavens, an illuminated cloud shines amid a thousand 
fires. Upon this dreadful bed of Justice God will sit 
when be shall come to judge the quick and the dead, and 
hence he darts his bolts when signal crimei call aloud for 
vengeance. At the words of Charles to the Maid, God 
mounted this cloud and hurled his lightning at the King, 
but her prayer intercepted it on its way. 

Be it so, cried 
the Aknighty-^let him live ! but abandon him to him- 
self, and let him forever be the vi6lim of Perfidy. 
Through the mouth of the winds God spake with the 
voice of Thunder ; the camp knew that he was incensed 
dphui Charles, but the Maid alone understood him. 
She departs in profound sadness, accompanied by her 
wounded brother Rodolfe. But nothing now inspires 
ikt French, and they determine to abandon the siege. 
Charles obfttnately resolves to remain though abandoned 
by his soldiers, but the faithful ofd Tanneguy earrics him 
away by force. 
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TIm Maid pTOceedi still pnying for 
Charles, Ixit she hears the voice of God. Thy will be 
done, die dies, restore the fSeehle shepherdess to ber 
crook. I obey, bat nnwillingly ! 

Not far cEstant from 
Paris, b the church of the French Apostle, where he 
is said to have laid his own head with his own hands in 
the tomb. Near this on the trunk of an old tree, she 
hangs her useless armour, the trunk felt its burden and 
became proud, whikt with her dagger she engraved upon 
the bark, the dying Maid consecrates this 

TROPHY to the HONOUR OF THE MoST HiGH. 

Lord ! she cries, since thy severe laws forbid me longer 
to bear these arms, let them be the eternal terror of 
Hell, by their virtue only let the English be subdued, 
let the French be vidorioos. Thfe storm ceased as she 
spake, the armour suddenly became luminous, and the 
spot firom that hour never knew night. 

Her tears ceased 
at this miracle. Lost to France, to her King, and to 
herself, she journeyed on in silence, and her brother in 
silence accompanied her. The Devil, beholding her 
thus abandoned, forms a damnable design upon her life, 
he follows her, stops with hcfi proceeds with her, and 
leaves her no more. 
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There is a vast Forest in this part 
of France which the eye of the universe never penetrates. 
Its trees look not like yews and beeches and maples, but 
like new Giants who oppose their great arms to the fall 
of heaven, nnlike the Titans. In this noble desert the 
Maid arrives, and in a cavern there, determines to end 
her days. They dwelt there a month, praying and living 
upon acorns, till their weakened limbs could scarcely 
support them. 

Satan now stimulates the Burgundians to 
attack Compeigne ; the troops pass through the forest, 
and Rodolfe and the Maid take shelter in that town. 
There she dwells in a Convent employed in praying and 
weeping, but her presence encourages the citizens, and 
they intreat her to arm and assist them. In vain she 
refuses, the governor Flavy reproaches her with being 
the obje£l that Burgundy seeks to capture. She sallies 
out, and is at first successful, but attacked by superior 
numbers retreats the last, covering her troops. The 
Devil persuades Flavy to shut the gates upon her, and 
thus preserve the town by sacrificing her ; Flavy who is 
the bitterest enemy of Richemont and the Maid, and the 
sworn friend of Amaury, consents. 

Higher than all 
the heavens there is a secret apartment to which the 
uncreated Being retires when he would deliberate upwi 
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the fate of die universe. This inconceivable apartment 
forms with its three equal sides an unique triangle, the 
mystery of which confounds the place containing witl^ 
that which it contains. There God repairs and decreet 
the fate of the Maid ; Rodoife then falls, and she is 
captured. 

They are led to Roiien ; the insults of the 
people aSe6k her not, she blesses her chains, and ensures 
her pain with pleasure. Celestial music cheers her 
dungeon. This astonishes the English, the Bishop of 
Beauvais insists upon burning her, and her death is 
resolved. The Devil cannot longer be absent from his 
dominions, he appoints a band of fiends to attend at 
the execution, returns then with his tidings, and makca 
a brief holy day in HelK 



It is remarkable that the name of the Heroine is never 
mentioned throughout this Poem. 

I have so arranged the matter of this Poem, say* 
Chapelain, that France represents the Soul of Man, at 
war with itself, and agitated by the most violent of all 
emotions; King Charles, the Will, absolute Ruler, 
attraftcd to good by its nature, but easily led to evil 
under the appearance of good. The English and the 
Burgundians, subje£U and enemies of Charles, the 
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different iraniports of the irascible appetite, which 
disturb the legitimate empire of the Will. Amaury and 
Agnes the one the favourite, the other the mistress d 
the Prince, the different movements of the concupiscible 
appetite which corrupt the innocence of the will, by 
their allurements and by their charms. The Count of 
Donois, related to the King, inseperable from his 
interoits and the champion of his cause. Virtue which 
has its roots in the will, which supports the seeds of 
Justice in it, and combats always to deliver it from the 
tyranny of the Passions. Tanneguy chief of the Council 
of Charles, the Understanding which enlightens the 
deluded Will. And the Maid who comes to assist the 
Monarch against the Burgundians and the English, and 
delivers him from Agnes and from Amaury, the divine 
Grace, which in the embarrassment or oppression of all 
the Powers of the Soul, comes to re-establish the Will, 
to support the Understanding, to join itself to Virtue, 
and by a viftorious effort subjcfting to the Will the 
irascible and concupiscible appetites which troubled it, 
to produce that internal peace and that perfe£i tranquil- 
lity in which all opinions agree the supreme goo4 
insists. 



3foan of 9[rc> 



THE INVADER VANQUISH'o, THAT INSPIRED MAIO 
WHO SAVED HER COUNTRY, WHEN THE CHIEFS OF FRANCE 
OR SLEPT IN DEATH, OR LINGER'D LIFE IN CHAINS, 
niNG, AND LIBERTY MAY LOVE THE SONG. 



€ift Mxst 9800lt. 



The Maid anmunc€$ her misshn to ihe hord tf 
^amcouleur. She departs for Cbinm with Dunoii. 
Narrative of the Maid. 



JOAN of ARC. 



THE FIRST BOOK. 



e was high feasting held at Vaacouleuf^ 
»ld Sir Robert had a noble guest> 
^Bastard Orleans j and the festive hours^ 
r*d with the Trouveur's merry minstrelsy, 
i lightly at the hospitable board. 



Lewes Duke of Orleance murthcred in Paris, by Jhoft 
of Burg03me, was owner of the Castle of Coney, on the 
5rs of Frauncc toward Arthoys, whereof he made Con- 
the Lord of Cauny, a man not so wise as his wife was 
and yet she was not so faire, but she was as well 
:d of the Duke of Orlesgice, as of her husband. Betwene 
uke and her husband (I cannot tell who was father) she 
ived a child, and brought furthe a prety boye called 
whiche child bcyng of the age of one yere, the Duke 
sed, and not long after the mother and the Lord of 
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But not to share the hospitable board 
And hear sweet minstrelsy^ Dunois bad sought 
Sir Robert's hall -, he came to rouse Lorraine^ 
And glean what force the wasting war had left 
For one last effort. Little had the war 
Left in Lorraine, but age, and youth unripe 
For slaughter yet, and widows, and young maids 
Of widowed loves. And now with his high guest 



Cawny ended their lives. The next of kynne to the Lord 
Cawny chalcnged the inheritaunce, which was worth foure 
thousande crounes a yere, alledgyng that the boye was a 
bastard : and the kynred of the mother's side, for to save her 
honesty, it plainly denied.. In CQi^dusioi), this matter was in 
contencion before the presidentes of the Parliament of Paris, 
and there hang in controversie till the child came to the age 
of eight years old. At whiche tymc it was demanded of hym ■ 
openly whose sonne he was ; his frendes of his mother's side^ 
advertised hym to require a day, to be advised of so great an, 
answer, whiche he asked, and to hym it was granted. In the^ 
mean season, his said frendes persuaded him to claime his in-, 
heritance as sonne to the Lorde of Cawny, whiche was an ho-^ 
norable livyng, and an auncient patrimony, affirming that if 
IbB said contrary, he not only slaundered his mother, shamed^ 
iRjrmself, and stained his bloud, but also should have no livyng^ 
nor any thing to take to. The scholemaster thinkyng that his . 
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The Lord t£ Vaucouleur sat commutiing 

On what might profit France^ and knew no hopet 

Despairing of his countiy, when he heard 

An old man and a maid awaited him 

Id the castle hall. He knew the old man well. 

His vassal Claude^ and at his bidding Claude 



djscipte haA wel learned hi» leston, and wouM rehf rse it ac- 
cording to hb instruccion, brought hyra before the Judges at . 
the daie assigned, and when the question was repeted to hym 
again, he boldly answered ** my faarte geteth me, and tny 
tonge telleth me, that I am the sonne of the noble Duke of 
Orleaunce, more glad to be bis bastarde^' with a meane liv. 
yng, than the lawful sonne of that coward cuckolde Cauny, 
with his four thousand crownes.'* The Judges much mer- 
veiled at tiis bolde answere, and his mother's cosyns detested 
hym for shamyAg of his mother, and his father's supposed 
kiane rgoysed in gaining the patrimony and possessions. 
Charles Duke of Orleaunce heryng of this judgment, took hjiti 
into his fiunily, and gave hym greate o^ces and fees, whiche 
he well deserved, for (during his captivitie) he defended his 
landes, ezpulsed the Englishmen, and in conclusion procured 
his deliverance. 

Hall. Folio 104. 

Perhaps Shakespear recolleded this anecdote of Dunois 
when he drew the chara^r of the Baflard Falcbnbridge. 
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Approached, and after meet obdsance made, 
Beipake Sir Robert. 

*' Good my Lord^ I come 
'' WithattjaDgetale; I praj 700 paid(m me 
^ If it should seem impertineot, and like 
'' An old man's weakness. But, in trnth, this Maid 
*' Did with most earnest words importune me^ 
'' And with such boding thoughts impress*d my heart, 
'' I think that I could not have slept in peace 
*' Denying what she + sought. Her parents make : 



t The following account of JOAN rfARC is extra^ed from • 
a history of the sfege of Ot leans, printed at Troyes 162 1 \ 
prise de mot k mot, sans aucun changement de langage, d*im • 
^ieil cxemplaire escrit a la main en parchemin, & trouT6 en • 
la maison de la dicte ville d*Orleans. 

'* Or en ce (emps avoit une jeone fille au pais de Lorraine, 
aagee de dix-huict ans ou environ, nommee Janne, natifue 
d'un paroisse nommee Dorapre, fille d*un Laboureur nomme 
Jacques Tart ; qui jamais n'avoit fait autre chose que gatder 
lea bestes aux chahips, a la quelle, ainsi qu'elle disoit, avoit 
est^ revels que Dieu vouloit qu* elle allast devers le Roi Charles 
septicsmC) pour luj aider & le coasciUcr a lecoavrer son r<^ ^ 
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* A mock of her ; — it is not well to mock 
" The damsel^ and altho* her mother be 
'* My 8Uter> yet in honesty I think 
'' It is unkindly done to mock the Maid. 
''And then her father Confessor^ — he says 
** She is possess*d ; indeed he knows her not. 
" Possess'd 1 my niece by evil spirits possess*d ! 



aume & ses tUIcs & places que les Anglois avoient conquises 
en ses pajrs. La quelle revdation elle n'osa dire k ses pere Sc 
mere, pource qu'elle scavoitbien que jamais n'eussent con- 
seaty qu' die y fust allee ; & le persuada tant qu*il la mena de- 
vers on Gentelhomme nomme Messire Robert de Baudricourt, 
qai poor lors estoit Cappitaine de la ville, on chasteau de 
Vsacoulear, qui est assez prochain de la : au^uel elle pria tres 
installment qu'il la fist mener devers le Roy de France^ en 
Icttr disant qu'il estoit tres necessaire qu'clle parlast a luy 
poor k bien de son ro3raume, & que elle luy feroit grand se- 
coors Sc aide a recouvrer son diet royaume, & que Dieu le 
vooloit ainsiy & que il luy avoit este revele par plusicurs fois. 
Des quelles parolles il ne faisoit que rire & se mocquer & la 
reputoit incensee: toutesfois elle persevera tant fc si longue- 
ment qu*il luy bailla un Gentelhomme, nomme Ville Robert, 
k qudque nombre de gens, les quels la menerent devers le 
Roy que pour lors estoit a Chinon. 
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''MjdarliBggiil! tfitie nevrr was • thwi^t ' 

'' Of e?U jcfc ibiiD4 catnuice in liar bcaft««» 
^ I knew her^ good my Loid» before ber tmik, 
'' Her innoceot smUc^ »id biigbt ttoA-ipnUUiS ^e 
'' That talk*d before the toogae had l^urnl il9 office^' 
'' Did t^ me die did lore me.** 

WbU^the^HikQ 
Carious they mark*d the Damsel. She appear'd 
Of * eighteen years 5 there was no bloom of youtb 



. * This agrees with the accouiU of her age given by Uolins- 
hed, who calls her ** a youog wench of an etghtoeae years 
old, of favour was she oouated liliesomey of persoa stronglie 
made and manlie, of courage great, hardie, and stout witfa>- 
aU ; an understander of counsels though sho were not at tbem> 
gseet semblance of chastitie both of bodie and befaairiour, the 
n$une of Jesus in hir numth about all her businesses, humble^ 
obedient, and fasting divers dales in the weeke." 

Holimhed, 600. 

De Scrres speaks thus of her, ** A young maiden named 
Joan of Arc, borne in a village upon the Marches of Barre 
called Domremy, neere to Vaucouleurs, of the age of eigh- 
teene or twenty years, issued from bare parents, her father 
was named James of Arc, and her mother Isabel, poore coub* 
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Upon lier cheeky yet had the loveliest hues 
Of health with lesser fascination fa!d 
The g»er^8 eye; for wan the Maiden was. 
Of saintly paleness^ and there seem'd to dwell 
In the strong beauties of her countenance 
Something that vras not earthly. 



trie folkesy who had brought her up to keep their cattell. S he ^ 
said with great boldnesse that she had a revelation how to 
succour the King, how he might be able to chase theEi^lith 
from Orleance, and after that to cause the King to be crowned 
at Rheims, and to put him fuUy and whoHy in possession of 
his realme. 

*' After she had delivered this to her fether, mother, and ' 
their neighbours, she presumed to go to the Lord of Baudri- 
coiirt. Provost of Vaucouleurs ; she boldly delivered unto 
him, after an extraordinary manner, all these great mysteries, 
as much wished for of all men as not hoped for : especially 
cdmming from the mouth of a poore country maide, whom 
they might with more reason beleeve to be possessed of some 
melancholy humour, than divinely inspired ; being the in- 
strument of so many excellent remedies, in so desperat a sea- 
8011, after the vaine striving of so great and famous persona- 
ges. At the first he mocked her and reproved her, but hav- 
ing heard her with more patience, and judging by her tern- 
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'' I have heard 
'' Of this your niece's malady," replied 
The Lord of Vaucooleur, ^' that she fi^uenta 
'' The loneliest haunts and deepest solitude^ 
*' Estranged from human kind and hunum cares 
*' With loathing most like madness. It were hest 
^ To place her with some pious sisterhood, 
'• Who duly mom and eve for her soul's health. 
" Soliciting Heaven, may likeliest rtmcdy 
" The stricken mind> or frenzied or possess'd." 



pcrate discourse and modest countenance that she spoke not* 
idely, in the end he resolves to present her to the King for 
his discharge. So she arrives at Chinon the sixt day of May, 
attired like a man. 

<< She had a modest countenance, sweet, civill, and resolute ; 
her discourse viras temperate, reasonable and retired, heradions 
cold, shewing great chastity. Having spoken to the King or 
noblemen with whom she was to ne^ociate, she presently 
retired to her lodging with an old woman that guided her, 
without vanity, afFeflation, babling or courtly lightnessc. 
These are the manners which the Original attributes to her/*" 

The translator Edward Grimeston calls her in the margin. 
" Joanc the Virgin, or rather Witch." 
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So as Sir Robert ceas*d^ the Maiden cried^ 

'' I am not mad. Fo8ses8*d indeed I am 1 

" The hand of God is strong upon my soul, 

'' And I have wrestled yalnlj with the Loro> 

" And stubbornly I fear me. I can save 

" This country Sir ! I can deliver France ! 

" Yea — ^I must save this country I God is in me— 

'^ I speak not> think not, feel not of myself. 

^' He knew and sandified me ere my birth, 

" Hb to the nations hath ordained me, 

" And unto whom he sends me, I must go, 

" And that which he commands me, I must ^eak, 

" And that which he shall will, I must perform, 

" Most fearless in the fullness of my faith 

" Because the Lord is with f me ! 



f Then the word of the Lo r d came unto me, saying^ 
Before I formed thee in the belly, I knew thee ; and before 

thou earnest forth out of the womb I san6lified thee, and 

I ordained thee a prophet unto the nations. 
Theo said I, ah. Lord God, behold I cannot speak, for 
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Atthefirrt 
With pity or with Kom Donois had heard 
The inspired Mkid } but now he in his heart 
Felt that misgiving that precedes belief 
In what was disbelieved and scofiPd at late 
As folly. « Damsd I** said the Chief, '' roetbinks 
** That it were wisely done to doubt this call^ 
" Haply of some ill spirit prompting thee. 
" To self destru6Uon.'* 

« Doubt I" the maid exclaim'd, 
" It were as easy when I gaze around 
" On all this fair variety of things, 
" Green fields and tufted woods, and the blue depth 



I am a child. 

But the Lord said unto me, say not I am a child, 
for thou shalt go to all that I shall send thee, and whatsoever 
I command thee, thou shalt speak. 

Thou therefore gird up 
thy loins, and arise, and speak unto them all that I command 
thee : be not dismayed at their faces, lest I confound thee 
before them. 

Jeremiah, Chap. i. 
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''Ofbeareiiy and jrbuder glorious sun^ to doubt 
'' Creating wifdom I when in the evening gale 
" I breathe the mingled odoort of the qtfing, 
'' Aod hear the wild wood melody^ and hear 
" The populous air vocal with in£ed life« 
'' To doubt God*s goodness ! there are feelings Chief 
*' That may not lie ) and 1 have oftentimea 
*' Felt in the midnight silence of my soid 
"The caU of God." 

They listened to the Maid, 
And they almost believed. Then spake Dunoisj 
'' Wilt thou go with me Maiden to the King 
" And there announce thy mission ?" thus he said 
For thoughts of politic craftiness arose 
Within him, and his unconfirmed faith 
Determin*d to prompt aftion. She replied, 
"Therefore I sought the Lord of Vaucouleur, 
" That with such credence as prevents delay, 
" He to the King might send me. Now beseech you 
" Speed our departure." 
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Then Dunois address'd 
Sir Robert, " fare thcc well mj friend and Jioft t 
" It were ill done to linger here wben Heaven 
*' Has sent snch strange assistance. Let what force 
*' Lorraine may yield to Chinon follow ns j 
<< And with the tidings of this holy Maid, 
'' Rais'd up by God, fill thoa the country ; soon 
*' The country shall awake as from the sleep 
"Of death. Now Maid! depart we at thy will " 

" God's blessing go with thee !*' cxclaim'd old Claude, 
'' Good Angels guard my girl !" and as he spake 
The tears streara'd fast adown his aged cheeks, 
" And if I do not live to see thee more, 
^' As sure I think I shall not, yet sometimes 
" Remember thine old Uncle. I have loved thee 
" Even from thy childhood JOAN! and I shall lose 
*' The comfort of mine age in losing thee. 
« But GoD be whh thee Maid !" 

He had a heart 



I 
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Warm as a child's affe^ons, and he wept. 
Noir was the Maid, altho* subdued of soul, 
UndiOYed> but soon she calmed her, and bespake 
The good old man. *' Now go thee to thine home 
*' And comfort thee mine Uncle, with the thought 
" Of what I am, for what high enterprize 
" Chosen from among the people. Oh be sure 
'^ I shall remember thee, in whom I found 
" A parent's love, when parents were unkind, 
" And when the ominous broodings of my soul 
^ Were scofiTd and made a mock of by all else, 
'' Those most mysterious feelings thou the while 
" Still didst respea. Shall I forget these things ?** 
They p^ss*d without the gate, as thus she spake 
Prepared for their departure. To her lips 
She pressed his hand, and as she pre8s*d, there fell 
A tear; the old man felt it on his heart. 
And dimly he beheld them on their steeds 
Spring up and go their way. 

So on they went» 



L 102 

And now along the mountun^s winding path 
Upward they joameyed slow, and now they paii8*i 
And gazed where o*er the plain the stately towers 
Of Vaucouleur arose, in distance seen. 
Dark and distind 5 below the castled height. 
Thro* fair and fertile pastures, the deep Meuse 
Roird glittering on. Doad'emi*s cottages 
Gleam'd in the san hard by, white cottages. 
That in the evening travellers weary mind 
Had waken'd thoughts of comfort and of home. 
Till his heart ached for rest. But on one (pot. 
One little spot, the Virgin s eye was fix'd. 
Her native Arc ; embowered the hamlet lay 
Upon the forest edge, whose ancient woods. 
With all their infinite varieties. 
Now form'd a mass of shade. The distant plain 
Rose on the horizon rich with pleasant groves. 
And vine-yards in the greenest hue of spring. 
And streams now hidden on their devious way, 
Now^ windwg forth in light. 



I 
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The Maiden gazed 
nil ail grew dim upon her dizzy ^e^ 
" Oh what a blessed world were this 1'* the cried 
'' But that the great and honourable men 
" Have seiz d the earthy and of the heritage 
" Which God^ the Sire of all, to all had given, 
'' Disherited their brethren ! happy those 
" Who in the after days shall live when Time 
'' Has spoken, and the multitude of years 
" Taught * wisdom ! sure and certain tho* that hepe, 
'' Yet it is sad to gaze upon a scene 
'' So very good, and think that Want and Guilt 
" And Wretchedness are there ! unhappy France ! 
" Fiercer than evening wolves thy bitter foes 



* But as for the mighty man he had the earth, and the 
honourable man dwelt in it. 

Days should speak, and multitude of years should teach 
wisdom. 

Job. 
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'' Rash o*er the land and desolate and X lull ; 
*^ Long has the widow's and the orphan's groan 
'^ Accused Heaven's justice -, — ^but the hour is coi 



X While the Englbh and French contend for dotnink 
sovereignty and life itself, men's goods in France were violes' 
token by the license of war, churches spoiled, men eve 
where murthered or wowided, others put to death Or toman 
matrons ravished, maids forcibly drawn from out their para 
arms to be deflowered ; towns daily taken, daily spoyled, da 
defaced, the riches of the inhabitants carried whether t 
Conquerors think good ; houses and villages round about 
on fire, no kind of cruelty is left unpra^sed upon the mise; 
ble French, omitting many hundred kind of other calamit 
which all at once oppressed them. Add hereunto that t 
commonwealth, being destitute of the help of laws (whi 
for the most part are mute in times of war and mutiny) floaitc 
up and down without any anchorage at right or justi 
Neither was England herself void of these mischiefs, w 
every day heard the news of her valiant children's funera 
slain in perpetual skirmishes and bickerings, her gene 
wealth continually ebbed and wained, so that the e^ ils seen; 
almost equal, and the whole Western world echoed the gros 
and sighs of either nation's quarrels, being the common arg 
ment of speech and compassion through Christendom.** 

Speed, from Polydore Virgil. 

And " the two nations were thus made miserable^ bccai 
'One individual aspired to the dominion of both \" 
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*' God hath induied his tar, hath heard the vdct 
" Of rooorning^ and hU anger is gone forth.** 

Then said the Son of Orleans, " H0I7 Maid ! 

" I would fain know, if blameless I may seek 

'^ Such knowledge, how the heavenly call was heard 

•' First in thy waken*d soul 5 nor deem in me 

•' Ought idly curious, if of thy past days 

*' I ask the detail. In the hour of age, 

" If haply I survive to see this realm 

" By thee deliver*d, dear will be the thought 

'* That I have seen the delegated Maid, 

'' And heard from her the wonderous wa3rs of Heaven/ 



simple tale,'* the mission*d Maid replied, 
JL et may it well employ the journeying hour 
And pleasant is the mcmoTy of the past.** 



^'A 

" Yet may 



*' Secst thou, Sir Chief, where yonder forest skirts 
'^ Tht Meuse, that in its winding mazes shows 
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^' Asirii the fafther bank the doUnt towers ' 
^' Of Vaucottkar ? th^e in the hamlet Arc 
'' My father's dwelling stands ; a lowlj hut, 
'' Yet nought of needful comfort Wanted it, 
^' For in Lorraine there lived no kinder Lord 
^' Than old Sir Robert, and mj father Jaques 
*^ In flocks and herds was rich. A toiling man 
" Intent on worldly gains, one in whose heart 
*' Affe6tion had no root. I never knew 
*' A parent's love 5 for harsh my mother was, 
^' And deem'd the cares that infancy demands 
" Irksome, and ill-repaid. Severe they were, 
^ And would have made me fear them, but my sov 
" Possess'd the germ of steady fortitude, 
'^ And stubbornly I bore unkind rebuke 
" And wrathful chastisement. Yet was the voice 
" That spake in tones of tenderness most sweet 
'^ To my young heart -, how have I felt it leap 
" With transport, when mine Uncle Claude approac 
'' For he would place me on bis knee, and tcU 
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** The woodezoiH tales that Childhood kwe* to hear, 

'^ Listening with eager ^rea and open lips 

** In moit deToat attention. Good dd man I 

'^ Oh if I ever poar*d a prayer to Heaven 

*' Unhallowed bjr the grateful thought of hiai> 

" Methinks the righteons winds would scatter it I 

^ Hie was a parent to me> and his home 

^ Was mine> when in advancing jeaii I found 

** No peace, no comfort in my fother^s house. 

'' With him I pass*d the pleasant evening hours, 

" By day I drove my father's f flock afield 

'^ And this was happiness. 

" Amid these wilds 
'' Often to summer pasture have I driven 
'' The flock \ and wdl I know these mountain wilds^ 
^ And every hosom*d vale, and valley stream 
^ Is dear to memoiy. I have laid me down 



f People Ibimd out t nest of miracles in her edueuion, jMiys 
dd F^iller, that to lioiUikt a spirit shonU U brei} anonc 
sheep like DavidL 
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" Beside yon valley stream, that up the ascent 

'' Scarce sends the $ound of waters now, and watcb 

" The tide roll glittering to the noon^tide son, 

^' And listened to its ceaseless naurmunng, 

^* Till aM was faush'd and tranqufl in my souTr 

" Rll'd with a strange and undefined delight .. 

'* That pass'd across the mind like summer clouds 

" Over the lake at eve, their fleeting hues 

'* The traveller cannot trace with memory's eye, 

** Yet he reraemben well how fair they werc,^ 

'* How veiy lovely.*^ 

'* Here in solitude 
'^ My soul was nurst, amid the loveliest scenes 
'* Of unpolluted nature. Sweet it was 
'' As the white mists of morning roU'd away 
"^To see the mountains wooded heights appear 
** Dark in the early dawn, and niark its slope 
'* Rich with the blossom'd furze, as the slant sun 
^ On the golden ripeness pour*d a deepening lights 
** Pleasant at noon beside the vocal brook 
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^' To Ue me down, and watch the floating doudi^ 

*' And shape to ]^anc}^*8 wild similitudes 

*' Their ever-varying forms 3 and oli most sweet 1 

'" To drive my flock at evening to the fold, 

*' And hasten to oar little hut, and hear 

'' The voice of kindness bid me welcome home. 

*' Amid the village playmates of my youth 

" Was one whom riper years approved my friend, 

*' A very gentle maid was Maddon, 

-*' I loved her as' a sister, and long time 

" Her undivided tenderness possess'd, 

" Till that a better and a holier tie 

'' Gave her one nearer friend 3 and then my heart 

** Partook her'happiness, for never lived 

*' A happier pair than Amaud and his wife. 

^' Lorraine was calFd to arms, and with her youth 
•^' Went Amaud to the war. The morn was fair, 
^ fright shone the sun, the birds sung cheerpy^ 
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^ And all the £dcU look*d k^df in the flfriqg ; 

" But to DamroBi wretched was that daf» 

'' Far there was hmoentatton, and the Foioe 

*' Of anguish, and the deeper agoiqr 

'* That spake not Ne^er wiU 007 heart ftsget 

*' The feelings that shot thro* me, when the aeund 

^' Of cheerful music burst upon our ears 

** Sudden, and from the arms that round their noclc^ 

" Hung close entwiaed, «s In 4 last embiaac^ 

*^ Friends, brethiei^ husbands went. 

^^Marefieqaeo^ 
" Sought I the coavttiBe i^poor Madek»u 
'^ For much she needed jqow the soothing vtiot 
'' Of friendship. Heavify the smmner fmss^d 
'' To her a jobless one, espo^tng still 
'' Some tidings from the war; and as at eve 
'* She with her mother by the cottage door 
" Sat in the sunshine, I iiave seen her tys^ 
'* If one appeared along the distant path, 
'' Shape to the form she loved hi» Uneaaoent^ 
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^ Her dietk faint floah'd by hop^, that made her heart 
" Seem as it sunk within her. 80 the days 
" And w«elu and months passed on» and when the leaves 
'' Fell in the antoaaa^ a most painful hope 
'' That leason own'd not, thi|t with oKpeftation 
" Did noTer cheer her as she rose at morn, 
'' Still lingered in her heart, and still at night 
'* Made disappointment dreadful. Winter came, 
'* But Amaod never from the war returned, 
*' He far away had perish*d ; and when late 
'»* - •* The tidings of his certain death arriv d, 
'^ Sore with long anguish underneath that blow 
*' She sunk. Then would she sit and think all day 
'^ Upon the past, and talk of happiness 
*' That never would return, as tbo' she found 
*' Best solace in the thoughts that minister*d 
''To sorrow: and she loved to see the sua 
'^ Go down, because another day was gone, 
'* And then she might retire to solitudp 
[^ And wakeful recoUedions, or perchance 
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** To deq» more wcnyb^ fiff thaa wikefidnca^ 
^ For in die TiHODf of her heart ihe MV 
'' Her hniband, aw liiin iscxsped the wir^ 
'' To his own home rrtiun'd. Thos daj nor nigb 
''Rc^Okedihe, and the pined and pined mwajr. 

** Bitter art tboo to him that Itfct in tort 

" O Death I and grief oos in the lioar of joj 

'* The tboagbt of thjr cold dwelling ; bat thoa coi 

'' Most welcome to the wretched, a best friend 

" To him that wanteth one, a comforter^ 

** For in the grave is f peace. By the bed-side 



f O Death, how bitter is the remembrance of thee to 
man that liveth at rest in his possessions, unto the man th 
hath nothing to vex him, and that hath prosperity in \ 
things ; yea unto him that is yet able to receive meat ! 

O Death, acceptable is thy sentence unto the needy, ai 
unto him whose strength faileth, that is now in the last ag 
and is vexed with all things, and to him that despaireth, ai 
hath lost patience ! 

Ecclesiasticufj zU. i. su 



\ 
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^ Of MadeloQ 1 sat^ when sure she felt 

** The hour of her deliverance drawing near, 

^* I saw her eje kindle with heavenly hope, 

** I had her latest look of earthly love, 

'' 1 felt her handVlast pressure. Son of Orleans 1 

** I would not wish to live to know that hour, 

** When I could think upon a dear friend dead, 

*' And weep not. 

'* I remember as her corse 
'• Went to the grave, there was a lark sprung up 
^' And soaring in the sunshine carol'd loud 
'' A jo3rfu1 song ; and in mine heart I thought 
** That of the multitude of beings, man 
*' Alone was wretched. 

" Then my soul awoke, 
'' For it had slnmber'd long in happiness, 
•" And never feeling misery, never thought 
** What others sulSer. I, as best I might, 
" Solaced the keen regret of Elinor 5 
^ And much my cares avaiFd, and much her son*s. 
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^ On whom, the 011I7 oomfoct of her age 

'* She centered nofir her love. A jomiger hirth^ 

** Aged nearly as myself wat Theodore, 

^ An ardent jonth, who with the kindest carts 

'' Old flooth*d his slater's soiTovs. Wehadfcadt 

** 67 ber death-bed together, and no bond 

^ In closer onion knits two boinui hearts 

*^ Than fellowship in grief. 

^ It chanc*d as once 
'' Beside the fire of Elinor 1 sat, 
<' The night was comfortless! tbe loud blaat howl 
^ And as we drew around the social hearth, 
'' We heard the rain beat tou"4 s dwep bj tl|^ rt<« 
^^ A warrior mark'd our distant taper** light. 
" We ijcapt the fire : the friendly board was spreai 
'' The bowl of hospitjiUty wept round. 
<^ The storm beats hard ;" the strapger cried : " M^i 
^* Pleasant it is to bear the pelting rain. 
^^ I too were well content to dwoU io p^oc/ 
*^ Resting my b^ad upon the lap «f I^re, 
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'' Sat that foy couotiy caUc. When the winds roar, 
'* Remember gometlmes what a loldier sufiers, 
*' And think of Conrade.- 

** Theodore replied, 
*' Soccesf go with thee ! Something I have known 
'* Of war, sad of its dreadful ravages, 
" My soul was siek at tach lisrocity : 
•* And I am well content to dwell in peace, 
•' Albeit in^orioos, thanking that good God 
^' WUo Bunie me to be ha]^. 

*' Did that God* 
Cried Coniaidb» " totm thy heart for hap^ness, 
«' When Desolation royally careers 
'' Over thy wretched country ? did that God 
^< Fanaa tbde for peace when Slaughter is abroad, 
" When her brooks run with blood, and Rape, and Murd 
" '<' Stalk thro* her flaming towns ? Uve thoa in peace 
" Young mm\ mj heart Is hmaan : 1 do fsel 
*' For what JEoy brethren aoifer;' 

'^ As be ^ak^ 
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*• Siich mingled passions charadcred his face 
^' Of fierce and terrible benevolence, 
*' That I did tremble as I listened to him« 
** Then in mine heart tumultuous thoughti arose 
" Of high atchievements, indistin.d, and wild, 
*' And vast, yet such tbey were as made me pant 
*' As tho* by some divinity possess'd. 

*' But is there not some duty due to those 
*' We love ? said Theodore j and as he spake " 
*' His warm cheek crimsoned. '* Is it not most rigl: 
" To cheer the evening of declining age, 
'* With filial tenderness repaying thus 
. " Parental care ?** 

" Hard is it,** Conrade cried, 
^' Aye, very hard, to part from those we love j 
" And I have suffered that severest pang. 
" I have left an aged mother 5 I have left 
*' One, upon whom my heart has centered all 
^ Its dearest, best, affedions. Should I live 
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'' TiH France shall sec the blessed hour of Peace^ 

** J shall return : my heart will be content^ 

** M7 highest [duties will be well discharged 

" And I maj dare be happy. There are those 

** Who deem these thoughts wild fancies of a mind 

*' Strid beyond measure^ and were well content, 

** If I should soften down my rigid nature 

•' Even to inglorious ease, to honour me. 

*' But pure of heart and high of felf-estecm 

'* I must be honoured by myself: all else, 

** The breath of Fame, is as the unsteady wind 

" Worthless.- 

** So saying from his belt he took 
'' The encumbering sword. I held it, listening to hixa, 
*^ And wistless what I did, half from the sheath 
^ Drew the well-temper'd blade, I gazed upon it 
** And shuddering, as I felt its edge, exclaim*d, 
" It is most horrible with the keen sword 
" To gord the finely-fibied human frame I: 
^ I coidd not strike a lamb." 
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*' He answered id« 
** Maiden thou hast said wdl. 1 ooold not strike 
'^ A lamb. But when the iavader^s sarage fbrjr 
'' Spares not gref age, and mocks the infant's sfaiiek 
'' As he does writhe upon his coned lance, 
** And forces to his foul embrace, the wife 
" Even on her murder*d husband's ga^nng cone ( 
^' Almighty God I I should not be a man 
'^ If I did let one weak and pitiful feeling 
'* Make mine arm impotent to cleaye him down. 
** Think well of this, joung Man !* he cried and seiz* 



* Dreadful indeed must have been the miseries of the French 
from vulgar plunderers, when the manners of the highest cht9>r 
ses were marked bjr hideous grossness and vices that may. not 
ht uttered. 

«* Of a6b so ill examples are not good.** 

Sir William Alestander. 
The following portrait of some of these outrages I extraft 
from the notes of Andrewses admirable History of Great 
Britain. '' Agricola quilibet, sponsam juvenem acquisitus^ 
ac in vicinia alicujus viri nobilis & praepotentis habitans, cru- 
delissime vexabatur. Nempe nonnunquam in ejus domum 
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" The hand of Theodore ; *' think wdl of thif, 
*' As you are hunan^ at 70a hope to live 
'' In peace> amid the dearest joys of home ; 
" Tbiak well of this I 70a have a tender mother. 



intiens iste optittaft, magni comitante caterv&, pretium ingens 
redemptionis exigeret, ac si non protinus solveret colonus, 
istum miflcnim in magna area protnidens, venustae ac teners 
uxori mm (aupcr ipaam arcam profttratae) Tim vir nobilis 
adferret ; voce exclamant horrenda, '* Audine Rustice ! jam- 
jam, super banc arcam constupratur dile£U tua sponsa/' 
atque pera^ hoc scelere nefando relinqueretur (borresco 
refierens) sufifocatione ezpirans maritus, nisi magno pretio 
sponsa nuper vidata libeiationem ejus redimeret/' 

J. Ds Paris. 

Let vm add id this the detestable history of a great com- 
mander under Charles VII. of France, the bastard of Bourbon, 
who (after having oommitted the most execrable crimes during 
a series of yean with impunity) was drowned in 1441 by the 
constable Ricbcmont (a treacherous assassin, but a mirror o€ 
justice when compared to his noble contemporaries) on its 
being ftfoved against him *' Quod super ipsum maritum vi 
prostraosm, usori, firustra repugnant!, vim adtuleret/^ 

*' finsuite il avoit (ait battre et decouper le mari, tant que 
c'etoit pitte a voir. 

MSM. BE RlCBSMONT. 
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'' At yon do wish that she may die in peace^ 

*^ As you would even to madness agonise 

*' To hear this maiden call <hi you in vain 

*' For aid^ and see her dragg'd, and heather scream. 

*' In the blood-reeking soldier*s lustful arms^ 

^* Think that there are such horrors j* that even now^ 



* I translate the following anecdote of the Black Prince finom 
Frobsart. 

The Prince of Wales was about a month, and not longer, 
before the City of Ljrmoges, and he did not assault it, but 
always continued mining. When the miners of the Prince 
had finished their work they said to him, ** Sir, we will 
throw down a great part of the wall into the moat whenever 
it shall please you, so that you may entef- into the city at 
your ease, without danger." These words greatly pleased 
the Prince, who said to them, " I chuse that your work 
should be manifested to-morrow at the hour of day break.** 
Then the miners set fire to their mines the next morning as 
the Prince had commanded, and overthrew a great pane of 
the wall, which filled the moat where it had fallen. The 
English saw all this very willingly, and they were there all 
armed and ready to enter into the town ; those who were oa 
foot could enter at their ease, and they entered and ran to 
the gate and beat it to the earth and all the barrien also ; fi»r 
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' Some <aty Sames, and 4iapl3r as in Roin, 

' Same fmisb*d ti^ on bkdead motber^s brtasl 



there was ao^ctaoe^ ami aU this^wis done io suddenly tliat 
the people of the town were not upon their guard. And then 
yoa might have seen the Prince, theXhike of Lancaster, the 
Count of Canterhury, the Count of Pembroke, Messire Guis- 
chart Duigte and all the other chiefs and their people who 
entered in, nnd nifllans on foot who were p^pared to do 
tniscbfcf, and to ran through the town, and to kill men and 
wmaen sHd cbildicn, and so they had been commanded to 
do. There was Jt vary pitiful sight, for men and women and 
ehildicn ^ast tbcmacivea on tfieir knees before the Prince and 
Cfie4 ** taaey !~ hot he was eo^r^amed with 90 great rage 
that lie- heard tl|em fiot, neither man nor woman was heard, 
but tlwy ^ivere ^11 put to the swoid wherever ihey were found, 
and these paople had ^lot been guilty. I know not how- they 
covkd 4uMre no pky apan poor people, who had ^levor been 
powerful enough to do any treason. There was no heart so 
hard in the city of Lymoges which had the recneinbrance of 
God, that did not lament the great mischief that was there ; 
for more than three thousand men and women and children 
had their throats cut that day, God has their souls, for indeed 
they were martyred. In entering the town a party of the 
Eqglish went to the palaqe of the Bishop and found him there 
and took hiip and led him before the Prince, who looked at 
bim with a murderous look^ f//loiweu*tTmtt0 and the heat 
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'* Yet hangs for X food. Oh God \ I would not lose 
'^ These horrible feelings tho' they rend my heart.** 

*' When we had all betaken us to rest^ 
^' Sleepless I lay^ and in my mind revolv'd 



word that he could say to him was that his head should be 
(;ut oW, and then he made him be taken from his presence. 

I. 235. 
The crime which the people of Lymoges had committed 
was that of surrendering when they had been besieged by the 
Duke of Berry, and in consequence turning French. And this 
crime was thus punished at a period when no versatility of 
condu£lwas thought dishonourable. The phrases toumer 
Anglois — toumer Francois — retoumer Anglois, occur repeat- 
edly in Froissart. I should add that of all the heroes of this 
period the Black Prince was the most generous and the most 
humane. 

X Holinshed says, speaking of the siege of Roan, " If I 
should rehearse how deerelie dogs, rats, mise and cats were 
sold within the towne, and how greedilie they were by the 
poore people eaten and devoured, and how the people dailie 
died for fault of food, and young infants laie sucking in the strata 
•« their mothers* breasts, being dead starved for hunger^ the 
reader might lagsiem their extreme miseries, p. 56G. 
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** The lugh-80iil*d warrior's speech. Then Madelor. 

** Rose in remembrance j over her the grave 

'' Had dosed ^ her sorrows were not register*d 

'^ In the rolls of Fame : but when the tears run down 

*' The widow's cheeky shall not her ciy be heard 

*' In Heaven against the oppressor ? will not God 

'' In sunder smite the unmerciful^ and break 

'' The sceptre of the f wicked ? thoughts like these 

'^ Possess'd my soul^ till at the break of day 

'^ I slept ; nor then reposed my heated brain 

'^ For visions rose^ sent as I do believe 

*^ From the Most High. I saw a high-tower*d town 

'^ Hemmed in around^ with enemies begirt 



^ Do not the tears run down the widow's cheek ? and is 
not her cry against him that causeth them to fall ? 

The Lord will not be slack till he have smitten in sunder 
the loins of the unmerciful, till he have taken awajr the 
multitude of the proud, and broken the sceptre of the 
unrighteous. 

Eccltsiaitiew. 
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^' JWlxorelBaRuoe on« iieop of cBfCMMii, 
** Half eavbos xi£ tbe tsmltexaiile^Eait, 
'' Maik"dliie:gacgeda«>entteg}iiiB:lieak'«itilfp 
"i^\mtdvE» tbmrto the kttiqpBr'fiiciriQp, 
'^ Aed ther^ wvi$iieTdbn|r : the loud }ewd iangfa 
^' Burst 1QO inycars, and<I beheld tl»e<dMQ& 
'' Even nt tberrfcaat^iMi. the denoe:Qf^dAidi. 
*[My aoul ^wsiidk ^thin jne : then/nKtboiiii^ 
*' From a^lark losr&mg clottd^ :tbe woe^ xxfcteoj 
'' A giaptiinn burst i^dij aadxkopt a^swoid 
'^ That pierced like ligfatnix^ thro* the midiugb 
'' Then wa^ these heard a yoice^ ^liichia tmaa 
" Shall echo, at that hour of dreadful joy 
" When the pale foe shall wither in my rage. 

" From that night I x»uld feel my burthen*d s 
" Heaving beneath incumbent Deity, 
"I sat in wlence, muwng on the days 
'^ To come, unheeding and unseeing all 
*' Around me, in that dreaminess of soul 



* ^hen every boiSIy •eine'Si asFtt slept, 
'^ ^nd the miodf alone i» wakeftLl; I havekeard' 
Strange yoices in tbeeremng wind ; strange foran 
Dimly discovered throng'd the twilight air. 
They wondered at me who had: known me once 
^^ A chcarful' careless damsel. I have seen 
** Mine Uncle gaae apon me wistAilly, 
** A heaviness upon bit aged brow 
**' And in hiff eye such meaning, that my heart 
^* Sometimes misgave me. I had told him all 
*• The mighty future labouring in my breast, 
^* But that methougbt the hour was^not yet come. 

/' At length I heard of Orleans, by the foe 
*' Waird in from human succour; to the event 
" All look'd with fear, for there the fate of France 
*' Hung In the balance. Now my troubled soul 
" Grew more disturbed, and shunning every eye, 
" I loved to wander where the forest shade 
" Frown'd deepest j there on mi|;htie»t deeds to brood 
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^ Of shadowy vastnesB^ such as made my heart 
'' Throb loud : anon I paus'd, and in a state 
'' Of half expedance, listen'd to the wind. 

^ There is a foontain in the forest called 
*^ The fountain of die t Fairies : when a child 
'' With most delightfiil wonder I have heard 
'' Tales of the Elfin tribe that on its banks 
*' Hold midnight revelry. An ancient oak, 
'' The goodliest of the forest, grows beside^ 
*' Alone it stands, upon a green grass plat^ 
*' By the woods bounded like some little isle. 



t In the Journal of Pfiris in the reigns of Charles VI. and 
VII. it is asserted that the Maid of Orleans, in answer to an 
interrogatory of the Do6U>rs, whether she had ever assisted at 
the assemblies held at the Fountain of the Fairies near Dom- 
prein, round which the EyiI Spirits danee, confessed that she 
had often repaired to a beautiful fountain in the country of 
Lorraine, which she named the good Fountain of the Fairies 
«f our Lord. 

From the notes to tie English nsersldn ofLe Grands 
Fablaux, 
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" It ever hath been deem*d their faivoxxntt § tree, 

" They love to lie and rock apon its leaves, 

" And bask them in the moonshine. Many a time 

" Hath the woodman shown his boy where the dark round 

" On the green-sward beneath its boughs, bewraTS 

'* Thdr nightly dance, and bade him spare the tree. 

" Fancy had cast a spell upon the place 

" And made it holy; and the villagers 

" Would say that never evil thing approached 

'^ Unpunish'd there. The strange and fearful pleasure 

" That fill'd me by that solitary spring, 

*' Ceas d not in riper years ; and now it woke 

** Deeper delight, and more mysterious awe. 

^' Lonely the forest spring : a rocky hill 
*' Rises beside it, and an aged yew 



§ Being asked whether she had ever seen any Fairies, she 
answered no ; but that one of her God-mothers pretended to 
kvic ieen some at the Fairy tree, aear the village of Domprc. 
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•" Bursty finom the liAed ei«g tiuit » m> f ow 

''The waten,| cavem'd thorn wm^m^ and slov 

''And'aOeadf dseynreUw The adUor^s tongue 

^ Rich with the wrinkles of iCi gloaigr tfteen 

'' Hangt dawh it& long Ididc ktfdii whose w»v]r diftf 

''Jiutbreakff the tranquil floxfiioe. Aacjaatweodi 

^' Bosom the quiet b^auttoa-of the place«: 

/' Nor ever sound proCities it> lave sudi SGOoda 

*' As Silence loves to heaf> the paaaiag wi&d»* . 

^' Or the l6w murmuring of the dcarce-heaid stream) 

'^ A blessed spot ! oh how vof soul enjoy*d 

*' Its holy quietness, widi what deiigbt 

*' Escaping humankind I hastened there 

*' To solitude and freedom! thitherward 

" On a spring eve I had betaken me» 

" And there I sat, and marked the deep red doudf 

*' Grather before the wind, the rising wind 

** Whose sudden gusts, each wilder than the last, 

'' Secm'd as they rock'd my senses. Soon the night . . 
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'* DarkeD*d anMidd; and the hfge rab dmpi fUl 

" Heavy |. MM with tetnpetl rage thestann 

*' Howra o*^ the wood. Metbougbt the btaty nin 

'' Fell witll a fnUkl coolness on my head, 

" Add: the hoMfc dash <tf waters, and the rush 

'- Of winda that mingled with the ferettioar, 

'' Madea wild music. On a rack I sat», 

" The glory of the tempest fill'd my souU 

'* And when thi^ thunders peaFd, and the long flash 

" Hung dutable in haaten^ and to mine eye 

** Spread the grey forest, all remembrance left 

" My t mind, annihilate was eveiy thougbt,^ 



f <' In this representation which I made to place myself 
near to Christ, (says St Teresa) there would come suddenly 
upon me, without either expectation or any preparation on 
my part, such an evident feeiiag of the presence of God, as 
thai I could by no means doubt, but that either he was 
within me, or else I all engulfed in him. This was not in 
the manner of a tMod, but 1 thitdc they call it Mistical 
Theology; and it sus|)ends the soul in such sort, that shp 
seems to be wholly out of herself. The Will is in a£l of 
toTin^ the Memory seems to be in a manner lost, the 
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^' A nk>st full qoietness of strange delight 
** Suspended all my powers, I seem*d as tho* 
".Diffused into the scene." 

''At length a light 
'' Approach*d the spring ; I saw nay Uncle Claude | 
" His grey locks dripping with the midnight storm 
'' He came, and caught me in his arms^ and cried 
" My God ! my child is safe I" 

" I felt his words 
" Pierce in my heart 5 my soul was overcharged, 
" I fell upon his neck and told him all 5 
" God was within me, as I felt, I spake, 
*' And he helieved. 



Understanding in my opinion discourses not ; and although 
it be not lost, yet it works not as I was saying, but remains 
as it were amazed to consider how much it understands." 
Life of St. Teresa 'written by herself, 

Teresa was well acquainted with the feelings of enthusiasm. 
'I had, however, described the sensations of the Maid of 
Orleans before I had met with the life of the Saint. 
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^' Aye Chieftain, and the world 
*' Siiall soon believe nay mission ; for the Lord 
'' Will raise up indignation and pour oat 
''Hiswrath^ and they shall perish who f oppress. 



f <' Raise up indignation, and poor out wrath, and let 
them perish who oppress the people !" 

Mtchsuutkui ^ 



C|^e deconti Sooli. 



JOAN of ARC. 



THE SECOND BOOK. 



And now beneath the horizon westering dow 
Had sunk the orb of Day : o'er all the vale 
A purple sc^tness spread, save where the tree 
Its giant shadow stretch*d, or winding stream 
Mirrored the light of Hearen, still traced distinft 
When twilight dimly shrouded all beside. 
A grateful coolness freshened the calm air. 
And the hoarse grasshoppers their evening song 
Sung * shrill and ceaseless, as the dews of night 



* The epithets shrill and hoarse will not appear incongruous 
to one who has attended to the grasshopper's chirp* Gazaeus 
has -chara^rised the sound by a word certainly accurate, in 
his talc of a grasshopper who perched upoa St Francis's- 



Atfiow and the Mat J rest at a cottage. Their host 
iptahof the battle of Asuncour, and the siege of 
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Descended. On their way the trarellers wend^ 
Cheering the road with converse, till far off 
They mark a cottage taper's glimmering light 



finger, and sung the praise of God and the wonders of hit 
0¥m body in his vernacular tongue, St. Francis and all tbf 
grasshoppers listening with equal edification. 
Cicada 
Canebat (ut sic efferam) cicadic^. 

Pia Hilaria Angelim Gasun. 
St. Francis seems to have laboured much in the conversion of 
animals. In the jfine series of pidures representing his IMk, 
lately painted for the new Franciscan convent at Madrid, 
I recolle£l seeing him preach to a congregation of birds. 
Gazieus has a poem upon his instrufting a ewe. His ^vkz 
to her is somewhat curious : 

Vide ne artetes, neve in obvios ruas : 
Cave devovendos flosculos altaribu^ 
Vel ore laceres, vel bifurcato pede, 
Male feriatee felis instar, proteras. 
There is another upon his converting two lambs, whoie 
prayers were more acceptable to God, Marot ! says he, than 
your psalms. If the Nun who took care of them in his 
absence was inclined to lie-a-bed — 

Frater Agnus banc bee bee suo 
Devotus excitabat. 
O agne jam non agne sed do^r bone ! 
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^C^eim thro* the embowered gloom : to that thejr turrn; 
'Ajiaged man came forth $ his thin grejr locks 
'VVaved on the night breeze,, and on his shrunk face 
*I*he charaders of age were written deep. 
"^iiem^ louting low with rustic courtesy, 
*ic welcomed in, on the white^mber*d hearth 
^^pt up fresh fuel, then with friendly care 
spread out the homely board, and filFd the bowl 
^ith the red produce of the vine that arched 
^8 evening seat; they of the plain repast 
**artook, and quaff'd the pure and pleasant bowl. 

** Strangers, your fare is homely,** said their Host* 
' £tut such it is as we poor countrymen 

Biam with hard toil : in faith ye are welcome to it I 

X love a soldier 1 and at sight of one, 

^y old heart feels as it were young again. 

Poor and decrepit as I am, my arm 
** Once grasp'd the sword full firmly, and my limbs 
** Were strong as thine, Sir Warrior ! God be whh thc« 
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** And send theis better fortune than old Bertram < 
'^ I would that i were youog again to meet 
** These haughty English in the field of £ght i 
'' Such as I was when on the fktal plain 
" Of Azincour I tiaet them.** 

'*W»ttho<ith*a 
^' A sharer in that dreadful day's defeat ?- 
Exclaim'd the Bastard, " didst thou know the ddrf 
''OfOrieans?** 

*^ Know him I" the dd veteran cnH 
** I saw him ere the bloody fight began 
*' Riding from rank to rank, his beaver up^ 
•'• The long lance quivering in his mighty grasp. 
" Full was his eye and fierce, yet beaming still 
*' On all his countrymen, chcarfal and mild, 
** Winning all hearts. Looking at thee Sir Knig^O 
*' Methinfcs I see him now -, such was his eye * 
'' So mild in peace^ such was his manly brow ; 
" Beshrew me but I weep at the remembrance.** 
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X^uU washis eye,** exdaiai*d the Bastard Son 
^f Orleans, '^ yet it beaa'd benevolence. 
^ 2 Qever yet saw love so dignified t 
^ There lived not one bit vassal, but adored 
'*' The good tbe gallant Chief. Amid bis balls 
'' High blazed the Hospitable hearth, the pilgrim 
■■* Of other countries, seeing bis high towers, 
'* fiejoiced, for be bad often beard of Orleans. 
** IJe lives, my brother ! bound in the bard qbaiu 
** He lives most wretched.** 

The big tear rdrd dow^ 
The Warriors cheeks. *' But be shall live, Dunois,** 
^^chim*d the Mission d Maid, '' but be shall live 

To bear good tidings 3 hear of liberty, 
* Of bis own liberty, by bis brother's arm 
A.tcbiev'd in hard fought battle. He shall live 
Ijappy :* tbe memory of bis prison d years 



* The Maid declared upon her trial, that God loved the 
*^kc of Orleans, and that she had received more revelations 



II. 140 

^ Shall heighten all his joys^ and his grey bain 
'* Go to the grave in peace.* 

'' I would fain live 
" To see that day," replied their aged host, 
'' How would my heart leap onoe more to behold 
'* The gallant generous chieftain I I fought by him 
*' When all the hopes of vidory were lost, 
^' And down his battered arms the blood stream*d fist 
'* From many a wound, like wolves thqr hemm*d flsiQ 
'' Fierce in unhoped for conquest : all around 
" Our dead and dying countiymen lay heap*d ; 
** Yet still he strove; — I wondered at his valour i 
*' There was not one who on that fatal day 
" Fought bravelier." 

" Fatal was that day to France/ 



concerning: ^^^i than any person living, except the King* 

Orleans during his loirg captivity " had learnt to court tlic 
fair ladies of England in their native strains," among the 
Harleian M.S.S. is a coUe6lion of " love poems, rotmdds tod 
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Sxc]aim*d the Bastard; '' there Akncon died 
' Valiant in vain 3 and he the haughty chief 
' If Albert, who rashly arrogant of strength 

ImpetaoQ^ rush'd to rain. Brabant fell, 

Vaudemont, and Marie, and Ear, and Faqaenberg, 

Her noblest warriors 5 daring in despair 

Fought the fierce foe 3 ranks fell on ranks before them 3 
'%ie prisoners of that shameful day oat-summ*d 

liieirf vigors! 

" There are those," old Bertram cried, 
' Who for his deeds will honour Henry's name. 

That honour that a conqueror may deserve 

He merits; for right valiantly he fought 



t' Adcbrding to Holfnshed the English army consisted of 
ily 15,000 men, harrassed with a tedious march of a month, 

very bad weather, through an encmy^s country, and for 
lenkost part sick of a fiux. He states the number of the 
unadi at 60,000, of whom 10,000 were slain and 1500 of 
^ higher order taken prisoners. Some historians make the 
^proportion in nun;Lbers still greater. Goodwin says, that 
noojg .the slain there were 9ne Archbishop, tbrce^Dukes, six 
iris, ninety Barons, fifteen hundred Knights, and seven 
ous&nd Esquires or Gentlemen. 
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^^ On that diflastrons daj 5 nor deem tbon Chief 

^^ That cowardice disgraced the sons of France. 

'' They by their leaden arrogance led on 

** With heedless fary, found all nnmbers yain 

'' All efforts fruitless there; and hadst thoa teen^ 

" Skilful as brave, how Henry's ready eye 

'' Lost not a thicket, not a hillock's aid ; 

*' From his hersed * bowmen how the arrbws fled 



* This was the usual method of marshalling the bowmen. 
At Crecy " the archers stood in manner of an herse, about 
two hundred in front and but forty in depth, which 19 
' undoubtedly the best way of embattelling archers, especi^y 
when the enemy is very numerous, as at this time : for vj 
the breadth of the front the extension of the enemies front is 
-matched ; and by reason of the thinness in flank, the arrofrs 
do more certain execution, being more likely to reach home," 

Barnes, 

The vi£lory at Poiftiers is chiefly attributed to the herse of 
archers. After mentioning the condu6t and courage of the 
English leaders in that battle, Barnes says " but all this cou- 
rage had been thrown away to no purpose, had it not been 
seconded by the extraordinary gallantry of the English archers, 
who behaved themselves that day with wonderful constancy, 
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^' Thick as the snow flakes aod with lightning forcc^ 



alacrity, and resolution. So that by their means in a man. 
ner ail the French Battails received their first foil, being by 
the barbed arrows so galled and terrifitd^ that they were easijy . 
opened to the men of arms." 

<< Without all question, the guns which are used now-a- 
days, are neither so terrible in battle, nor do such execution, 
nor work such confusion as arrows can do : for bullets being 
not seen only hurt where they hit, but arrows enrage the 
horse, and break the array, and terrify all that behold them 
in the bodies of their neighbours. Not to say that every 
archer can shoot thrice to a gurmer*8 once, and that whole 
squadrons of bows may let fly a^ one time, when only one or 
two files of musqueteers can discharge at once. Also, that 
whereas guns are useless when your pikes join, because they 
only do execution point blank, the arrows which will kill at 
nndom, mky do good service even behind your men of arms. 
And it is notorious, that at the famous battle of Lepanto, the 
Turkish bows did more mischief than the Christian artillery. 
Besides it is not the least observable, that whereas the weakest 
may use guns as well as the strongest, in those days your 
.lusty and tall Yeomen were chosen for the bow, whose hose 
being fastened with one point, and their jackets long and easy 
to shoot in, they had their limbs at full liberty, so that they 
might easily draw bows of great strength, and shoot arrows of 
a yard long beside the head. 

Joshua Barnes* 
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^ Thou wooldst have known such soldiers^ such tcUef, 
*♦ Might never be subdued." 

" But when the field 
*' Was won> and those who had escaped the carnage 
** Had yielded up their arrns^ it was most fool 
**, To glut on thoidefenceless + prisoners 
*' The blunted sword of conquest. Girt around 
'' I to their mercy had surrendered me> 
'< When lo I I heard the dreadful groan of death. 
** Not as amid the fray> when man met man 
*' And in fair combat gave the mortal blow 5 
*' Here the poor captives, weaponless and bound, 
*' Saw their stem vidors draw again the sword, 
*' And groan*d and strove in vain to free their hands^ 
*' And bade them think upon their plighted faith 



f A company of fugitives, beaded by Robert de Boumon- 
\ille, who had retired by times out of the battle, knowing the 
English camp was but weakly guarded, pillaged it during the 
engagement ; in consequence of this alarm, Henry ordered 
the prisoners to be slain except the most eminent*. 
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'' Aod pray*d for mercy in the name of God, 

' In vain : the King * had bade them massacre, 

' And in their helpless prisoners* naked breasts 

' Thqr drove the sword. Then 1 expeded deaths 

* And at that moment death was terrible : 

' For the heat of fight was over 5 of my home 

' I thought, and of my wife and little ones 

' In bitterness of heart. The gallant man> 

' Whose by the chance of war 1 had become^ 

' Had pity, and heloos*d my hands and said 

' Frenchman I I would have killed thee in the battle, 

^ But my arm shrinks at murder ! get thee hence.** 



* Henry of Monmouth deserves every commendation for 
lis calm and a6Uve courage in the fight of Azincour ; but 
fter the engagement we no longer discover the rival of the 
kiwards. The Black Prince may be 8U9pe6led of ostentation 
rhen he waited upon his captive John ; but the uncharitable 
jipicion will cease when we refle£l that he must have treated 
im either as a prisoner or as a goeet, and that he conformed 
% the custom of the age in waiting upon a superiour. But 
f the conduct of Henry to those prisoners who had escaped 
le massacre at Azincour, only one opinion can be formed. 
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*^ It was the will of heaven that I shoald lire 
" Childless and old to think upon the past 
" And wish that I had perish*d T' 

The old xiHUi 
Wept as he spake. " Ye may perhaps have heard 
*' Of the hard siege so long by Roan endured. 
" I dwelt there strangers 5 I had then a wife 
'* And I had children tenderly beloved, 
** Who I did hope should cheer me in old age 
'^ And close mine eyes. The tale of misery 
" May-hap were tedious, or I could relate 
" Much of that dreadful siege." 

The Maid replied 
Anxious of that devoted town to learn. 
Thus then the veteran. 



The night after the battle " when the King sate at his refec- 
tion in the aforesaid village, he was served at his boord of 
those great Lords and Princes that were taken in the field. '* 

Edmond Howes, 
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•* So bj Heaven presenrccf, 
' From that disastrous plain of * Azincour } 
' I speeded homewards and abode in peace. 
^ Henry t ^ ^^^ ^ brave had back to England 



* Perhaps one consequence of the vi^rjr at Azincour i» 
not generally known. Immediately on his return Henry sent 
his legates to the Council of Constance : " at this councell, by 
the assent of all nations there present, it was authorised and 
ordained, that England should obtaine the name of a nation, 
and should be said one of the five nations that owe their 
devotion to the Church of Rome, which thing untill that time 
men of other nations, for envy, had delayed and letted." 

Edmond Howes, Elmiam* 

t Henry judged, that by fomenting the troubles of France, 

he should procure more certain and lasting advantages, than 

by means of his arms. The truth is, by pushing the French 

vigorously, he ran the risk of uniting them all against him ; 

in which case, his advantages, probably, would have been 

inconsiderable, but by granting them some respite, he gave 

them opportunity to destroy one another ; therefore, contrary 

to every one's expectation, he laid aside his military affairs 

for near eighteen months, and betook himself entirely to 

negotiation, which afibrded him the prosper of less doubtful 

advantages. 

Rapin. 
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** Led his Ti&orioiii amijr j veil aware 

" That France was mightj, that her warrior sods, 

*' Impatient of a foragn Tidor*s swaj, 

'' Mi^ht rise impetaous, and with multitodes 

" Tread down the inraders. Wisely he rctum*d, 

" For the proud Baroos in their private broils 

'* Wasted the strength of France. I dwelt at home 

*' And., with the little I possessed content, 

'' Lived happily. A (feasant sight it was 

*' To see my children, as at eve I sat 

" Beneath the vine, come clustering round my knee, 

•* That they might hear again the oft-told tale 

'' Of the dangers 1 had past : their little eyes 

*' Did with such anxious eagerness attend 

" The tale of life preserved, as made me feel 

'* Life's value. My poor children ! a hard fate 

" Had they I but oft and bitterly I wish 

•' That God had to his mercy taken me 

" In childhood, for it is a heavy thing 

'* To linger out old age in loneliness ! 
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''Ah me 1 when war the masters of mankind^ 

*' Woe to the poor man ! if he sow the field, 

*' He shall not reap the harvest ) if he see 

" His blooming children rise around> his heart 

" Aches at the thought that they are multiplied 

" To the sword ! Again from England Che fierce foe 

*' Rush*d ^ our ravaged coasts. In battle bold, 

" Savage in conquest, their vi<^orious King 

" Swept like the desolating tempest round. 

" Dambieres submits 5 on Caen*s subjeded wall 

" The flag of England waved. Roan still remain'd, 

" Embattled Roan, bulwark of Normandy -, 

" Nor unresisted round our massy walls 

*' Pitched they their camp. I need not tell Sir Knight 

" How oft and boldly on the invading host 

" We burst with fierce assault impetuous forth, 

*' For many were the warrior * Sons of Roan. 



* Yet although the armie was strong without, there lacked 
not within both hardie capteins and manfull soldiers, and as 
iorpeoplr, they had more than !Do<if!;b : for as it i^ written by 
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^ O er all that gallant Citizen was fazned, 

*' For virtuous hardihood praeeminent^ 

*' Blanchard. He^ gathering round hb countiymeBf 

*< With his own courage kindling eveiy breast^ 

*' Had bade f them vow before Almigh^ C»od 

". Never to yield them to the usurping foe 

'^ While yet their arms could lift the spe^ Mrhilegret 

^' Life was to think of every pledge that man 

'' Most values. To the God of Hosts we yow*d | 

^' And we had baffled the besieging power, 

*' But our cold-hearted fbeman drew around 



some that had good cause to know di« truth, and no occfisioa 
to crre from the same, there were in the citie at the time of. 
the siege 210,000 persons. Dailie were issues made out of the 
citie at diverse gates, sometime to the losse of the one partis 
and sometimes of the other, as chances of warre in such 
adventures happen." 

Holimhed. 560. 
f The Frenchmen indeed preferring fame before worldlic 
riches, and despising pleasure (the enemy to warlike prowessc) 
sware ech to other never to render or deliver the citie, while 
they might cither hold sword in hand or spearc in rest/* 

IMnshtd »^. 



) 
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'' Mis strong entraichineDts. From<the watch-tower^s to] 

" In vain with fearful hearts along tiie Seine 

*' We strained tlie eye> and every distant wave 

" That in the sun-beam glittered, fondly thought 

'* The white sail of iupply. Ah me ! no more 

*' Rose on our aching sight the food-fraught bark ; 

" For guarded was the Seine^ and our stem foe 

** Had made a league with * Famine. How my heart 



♦ " The King of England advertised of their hautie cou- 
rages, determined to conquer them by famine which would 
not be tamed by weapon. Wherefore he stopped all the 
passages, both by water and land, that no vittels could be 
convcied to the citie. He cast trenches round about the 
walls, and set them full of stakes, and defended them with 
archers, so that there was left neither waie for them within to 
isstus cot, Bor for anie that were abroad to enter in without 
his license. — ^The King's coosine germane and alie (the King 
of Portugalc) sent a great navie of well-appointed ships unto 
the mouth of the river of Seine, to stop that no French vessel 
should enter the river and passe up the same, to the aid of 
them w :r,ir. Rouen. 

This was the faire citie of Rouen compassed about with 
enemies, both by water and land, having neither comfort not 
•id of. King, Dolphin, or Duke." 

jioUtiihed 5ae, 
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, *' Sunk in oie when at night I carried bonne 
" The scanty pittance of to-mQrrow*« nacal 1, 
'' You know not> strangers 1 what it is to see 
" The asking eye of hunger ! 

''SCill we strove 
*' Expeding aid ; nor longer force to force, 
'^ Valour to valour in the fight oppos*d, 
^ But to the exasperate patience of the foe> 
" Desperate f endurance. Tho' with christian zeal 



f " After he had prosecuted the siege of this pla^e tor 
some lime, the Cardinal Urtrino repaired to his camp, and ' 
endeavoured to persuade him to moderate his terms» and agree 
to an equitable peace ; but the King's reply plainly evinced 
his determination of availing himself of the present situation 
of public afiairs ; ** Do you not see/' :iajd he, " that God has 
brought me hither, as it were by the hand ? The throne of 
France may be said to be vacant ; I have a ipod title to that 
crown ; the whole kingdom is involved in the utmost disorder 
and confusion ; few are willing, and still fewer are able, to 
resist me. Can I have a more convincing proof of the interpo* 
sition of heaven in my favour, and that the Supreme Ruler of 
all things has decreed that I should ascend the throne of 
France ?" 



) 
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^ tJrtlno wcmld bate poar*d the balm of peace 

*^ Into our vraatA, AmUtioa*8 ear best pleas'd 

** With the War*8 damour and the groan of Deaths 

*' Was deaf toprajer. Day after day fled on ; 

^' We heard no voice of comfort. From the wallt ' 

*' Could we behold the savage Irish * Kernes, 

*^ Ruffians half-clothed^ half-human, t^alf-baptized,; 



* <^ With the Englifb sixteen hundred Irish Kernes were^ 
enrolled from the Prior of Kilmainham ; able men but almost 
- naked ; their arms weretargett, darts and swords, their horses 
litde and bare no saddle, yet neverthdess nimble, on which 
upon every advantage they plaied with the French, in spoil- 
ing the country, rifeling tiie houses, and carrying sway- 
children with their baggage upon their cowes backs." 
" Speed. P. 63$. 

f '^ In some comers of Connaught^ the people leave the 
light agues of their infants male unchristend (as they terme 
it) to the end that at any time afterwards they might give a 
moce deadly and tmgraciotis blow when they strike, which 
things doe not only show how palpably they are carried away 
by traditious obscurities, but doe also intimate how fuU. 
thsir hearts be of inveterate revenge." 

The book from which 
this eztfftft is taken wants the title. The title of the second 
past is, J pratpeS ff the most fammu parts of the world, 
J^rintedjor fF'tUiam Humble, i« Topes-Head Palace, 1646. 
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^ Come with their spoils nuDgling thdr hideous sheafs 
' With ithe moan of weary flocjcs^ ^nd the ptooos low 
'VQf kine sore-laden, in ithe mirthfol camp 
'' Scattering abundance ; while the lo^tblie;^ fqpd' 
'' We prized above all price, while in our stoeti . 
'^ The dying groan of hunger, and the acxieam 
'< Of famishing infants echoed, and we heaxd^ 
'^ With the strange selfishness of misery, 
'' We heard and heeded not. 

'' Thou wouldst have deem'd 
*' 9oan nhist haye fallen an easy sacrifice, 
^' Young warrior 1 hadst thou seen our m/eagxe limbs 
" And pale and shrunken cheek's, and hollow eyes j 
^^ Yet still we struggled nobly I Slancbard 9till 
'* Spake of the savage fury of the foe, 
*' Of Harflcur's wretched race cast on the f world. 



f " Some writing of this yeelding up of Harflue^ doc itt 
like sort make mention of the distresse whereto the people, 
then expelled out of their habitations were driven : insomuch 
•s parents wit)i their chHdrcD; yong maids and old fc^ke went 
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[ooseMi and destitute^ while that fierce King 
nek at the % altar, and with impious prayer 



a the towne gates with heavie harts, (God wot) as put 
leir pntrnt shifts to scdc thiem a new abode." 

Holimshed 550. 
his aft of despotic barbarity was perpetrated by Henry 
he might people the town with English inhabitants, 
bis doth Anglorum prslia rqport, saieog (not without 
[ ground I believe) as followeth : 

Turn flentes teneri cum prole parentes 
yUj^Desosquc rbvonis wteres Uquere penates : 
Turn populus cunftus de portls Gallicus exit 
Moestus, inarmatus, vacuus, miser, seger, inopsque ; 
Utque nans sedes quserat migrans coaftus : 
Oppidulo belli potiuntur jj^i^ Britanni 1" 

Holinshei, 

re is a wty of telling truth so as to convey fiUsehood. 

r the capture of Harfleur Edmond Howes says, <' all the 

ers and inhabitants, both of the towne and towers, 'ooere 

*§d H gu fritlyt wtiarmtdy whitkir tkey wouid.** 348. 

ry*8 conduft was the same at Caen : he " commanded all 

len and children to bee avoyded out of the towne, and so 

owne was inhabited of new possessors." 

Hovfes 

I Before Henry took possession of Harfleur he went 
boCed to the Church to give God thanks. 
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'^ Gave God the gloiy, even while the bl<»d 
*' That he had shed was reeking op to Heaven. 
** He bade us think what mercy thej had found 
" Who yielded on the plain of Azincour, 
*^ And what the gallant sons of Caen, by him, 
^' In * cold blood murder*d. Then his scanty i 
** Sharing with the most wretched, he would b 
"Bear with our miseries dieerly. 

" Thus dist 
'' Lest all should perish thus, our chiefs dooreec 
'^ Women and children, the infirm and old, 
'^ All who were useless in the work of war, 
'' Should fosth and find their fortunes. Age, tb 
'* The joys and sorrows of the distant years 
'^ Like a half-remembered dream, yet on my 
" Leaves deep iropress'd the horrors of that 1 



♦ Henry, not satisfied with the redu£Uon of C 
teveral of the inhabitants to death, who bad signal 
"ralour in the defence of their liberty. 

W 
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** TheDL as our widow wives clung round our necks^ '* 

" And the deep sob of anguish interrupted 

'^ The prajer of parting, even the pious priest . ' 

^As he imploied his God to strengthen us, 

'' And told us we should meet again In Heaven, 

'' He groan*d and f curs*d in bitterness of heart 

'* That merciless man. The wretched crowd pass'd on : 

*' My wife — my children — thro* the gates they passed, 

* Then the gates clos'd. — ^Would 1 were in my grave 

'' That I might lose remembrance*. 

« What is man 
" That he can hear the groan of wretchedness 
'';And feel no fleshly pang ! Why did the All-Good 
'' Create these warrior scourges of mankind, 
''^.These who ddight in slaughter ? I did think 



\ After the capture of the city " Luca Italico, the Vicar 
OeiieraU of the archbishoprike of Rouen for denouncing the 
King accursed was delivered to hioianddeteined in prison till 
he died." 

ilolimhcd. Titm UHltfu 
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** There was not on this earth a beast so hard 

** Could bear a fkmishM woman cry lor bxakl» 

'' And know no pity. As the outcast traim 

'^ Drew near, the £n]SHflli Mofiarch ba<iei his troc^ 

** Force * back the miserable mnltitade. 

*' They drove them to the walls — ^it was the dcj^th 

** Of winter-^we had no relief to grant. 

*' The aged ones groan'd taour foe in vain, 

** The mother pleaded for her dying child 

'^ And they felt no remorse !" 

The mission'd Maid 
Starts &om her seat-^'' The old and the infirm 
'* The noother and her babes*-and yet so lightkm^ 
*' Blasted this man !" 

*' Aye Lady," Bertram cried^ 



♦ ** A great number «)f poore sillic crettutes were put out 
of the gates, which were by the Englishmen that kept the 
trenches, beaten and driven back againe to the samfe gates, 
which they found closed and shut against tliem, and so they 
laie bctweene the wals of the citie and the trenches of Ate 
•nemies, still crieing for help and releefe, for lack wheft96f 
sreat numbers of them dsUUe died." 



\ 
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*^ And wlveh we tfent tbe f b^erald to impfoi^ 
" His mercj otf t1^ helpless, he relax'd 
" Ete^ stem face haiat sayage merriment. 



* f One' of ihi6 ^fpdtecl dtiiens ^ shewing htmself ihore hush 
than wise, more arrogiUit than learned, took upon him to - 
shew wherein the glorie of vi^rie consisted ; advising th« 
King not to stiew his ihanhood in famishihg a multitude of 
poore simple and innocent people, but rather sufifef such 
miserable wretches as laie betwixt the walls of the citie and 
the trenches of his siege, to passe through the camp, that 
theie might get their living in other places; then if he durst 
manfiillie assault the place, and by force subdue it, he should 
win both worldlie fame, and merit great meed from the hands 
of almightie God, for having compassion of the poore, needie 
mnd indigent people. When this orator had said, the King 
with a fierce countenance and bold spirit, reproved them for 
their malapert presumption, in that they should seeme to go 
about to teach him what belonged to the diftie of a conqueror, 
and thei^re since it appeared that the same was unknown 
to them, he declared that the Goddesse of Battell called 
Bellona had three handmaidens, ever of necessitie attending 
upon her, as Blood, Fire, and Famine, and. whereas it laie 
in his choice to use them all tliree, he had appointed onelie 
the meekest maid of those three damsels to punish them of 
that citie till they were brought to reason. This answer put 
the French ambassador in a great studie, musing much at hit 
ixeelUni wit and bawtinesse of courage. 
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" Scoffing their agonies. On the high waU . 
*' I stood and marked the miserable outcasts^ • 
*' And every moment thought that Heniy's heari^ * 
** Hard as it was^ must feel. All night I stood— 
** Their deep groans sounded on the midnight gale^ 
** Fainter they grew, for the cold wintry wind 
'' Blew bleak > fainter they grew, and at the last 
^ All was still, save that ever and anon 
" Some mother shriek'd o'er her expiring child 
" The * shriek of frenzying anguish. 



* The names of our Edwards and Henrys are usually cited ' 
together, but it is disgracing the Black Prince and his father 
to mention them with Henry of Monmouth. We have seen 
what was the condu6l of this cold-hearted and brutal soldier 
to the famished fugitives from Roan. The same circumstance 
occurred at the siege of Calais, and the difference between 
the monarchs cannot be better exemplified than in the differ- 
ence of their conduft upon the same occasion. " When Sir 
John de Vienne perceived that King Edward intended to lie 
long there, he thought to rid the town of as many useless 
mouths as he could ; and so on a Wednesday, being the 13th 
of September, he forced out of the town more than seventeen 
hundred of the poorest and least necessary people, old men, 
iivoraen and children, and shut the gates upon them : who 
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" From that hoiur 
^' On all the busy turmoil of the world 
^ I gaz'd with strange indifference 5 bearing want 
*' With the sick patience of a mind worn out. 
" Nor t when the traitor yielded up our town. 



being demanded, wherefore they came out of the town, 
answered with great lamentation, that it was because they 
had nothing to live on. Then King Edward, who was so' 
fierce in battle, shewed a fruly royal dispositiotiy by consider, 
ing the sad condition of these forlorn wretches ; for he not 
only would not force them back again into the town, whereby 
tl^ey might help to consume the victuals, but he gave them 
all a dinner and two- pence a piece, and leave to pass through 
the army> without the least molestatioa: whereby he- so ' 
wrought upon the hearts of these poor creatures, that many 
of them prayed to God for his prosperity." 

Joshua Barnes, 

This was the condu£i of policy, but i( was also that of 
humanity. The royal disposition of Edward did not appear till 
the conclusion of the siege. 

f Roan was betrayed by its Burgundian Governor Bouthel- 
licr. Durjng this siege fifty thousand men perished through 
fatigue, ynnt, and the use of unwholesome provisions. 
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*^ Ought heeded I as through our ruin*d streets, 
^^ Thro* putrid heaps of famish'd caycasses, 
" Pas6*d the kmg pomp of triumph. Obe keen ^|t 
*' I felt, when by thai Mo6dy King's commaild 
'' The * gaUaM Bianchard died. CalmfyhecM/ 
'^ Aud as he bow*d beneath the axe, thank'd God 
*' That he had done his duty. 

" I survive, 
'' A solitary friendless wretched one, 
*' Knowing no joy save in the faith I feel 
** That I shall soon be gather*d to my sires, 
'*' And soon repose, there f where the wicked cease 
* From troubling, and the weaiy are at rest. 



* Roy d* Angleterre fist coupper la teste a Allain Blancbajt 
iappitaine du commun. 

MomtreUet. Ftutllet cxcvii. 

t There the wicked cease from troubling ; and the wear/ 
\t at rest. 

J9h. iii. 17. 
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*^ And happy/' cried the delegated Maid, 
*' And happy thcjr who in that holy faith 
« Bow nkjcldy to the rod I t Uttlc while 
" Shall they endure the prond nnn's contumely, 
^ The hard wrongs of the great. A Kttle^ while 
*' Tho* shelterless they feel the wintry wind, 
*' The wind shall whistle o'er their turf-grown grave, 
'' And all beneath b6 peac6. But woe to those, 
" Woe to the Mighty Ones who send abroad 
*' Their trained assassins, and who give to Fury 
*' The flaming firebrand 3 these indeed shall live 
*^ The heroes of the wandering minstrel s song } 
*' But they have their reward : the innocent blood 
^* Steams up to Heaven against them«*-^od shall hear 
*^ The \eldov^*s groan.- 

*' I saw him,*' Bertram cried, 
''Heftfjr of AzinCoor, this conqueror fong, 
^ Go to bi» grave. The long procession past 
'* Slowly from town to town, and when I heard 
^ The deep-toned dirge, and saw the banners wave 
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^ A pompous * shade^ ond the high torches glar& 
*' In the mid-day sun a dim and gloomy + light* 
** I thought what he had been on earth who now 
'' Was gone to his agcount^ and blest my God 
'' I was not such as he T 



' ♦ Cent drapeaux funebres 

Etaloient en plein jour de pompeuses tenebres.. 

Le Moync, St. Lou'u, Xfp. «vr* 
•f- «* When all things necessary were prepared for the con- 
veyance of the dead King into- England, his body was laid in ' 
a chariot, which was drawn by four great horses : and abofve . 
the dead corpse, they laid a figure made of boiled hides, or 
leather, representing his person, as near to the semblance of 
him as could be devised,, painted curiously to the . similitude .^ 
of a living creature ; upon whose head was set an imperial 
diademe of gold and precious stones, on his body a purple 
robe furred with ermine, and in his right hand he held a. , 
sceptre royal, and in his left hand a ball of gold, with a 
erosse fixed thereon. And in this manner adorned, was this 
figure laid in a bed in the said chariot, with his visage ua* . 
covered towards the heaven : and the coverture of his bed 
was red silke beaten with gold ; and besides that, when the 
body should passe thro any good towne, a canopy of marvel- 
lous great value was borne over the chariot by men of great 
wdrship. In this manner^ accompanied of the. Kipg of Scot^ 
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So spake the old raaa 
And they betook tbem to their homely rest. 



imd of all princes, lords, and knights of his house, he w«« 
1)rought from Roane to Abville, where the corps was set in 
the church of Saint Offirane. From Abville he was brought 
to Hedin, and from thence to Menstreuil, so to BuUoigne, 
and so to Calice. in all this journey were many men about 
the chariot clothed all ia white, which bare in their hands 
torches burning ; after whome followed all the household 
servants in blacke, and after them came the princes^ lords, 
and estates of the King's blood, adorned in vestures of 
tnoorning; and after all this, from the said corpse the dis- 
tance of two English myles, followed the Queene of England 
right honourably aocompanyed. In this manner they entered 
Malice. 



c$e WtO 98oolt* 



Dumis and the Mmd arrive at Chimn. Dunois 
announces the mission of JOAN* Despondency and 
incredulity of the King, She discovers and addresses 
him, Charles convenes the Dodors of Theology. 
Tbty examine the Maid* 



yOAN 9f ARC. 



THE THIRD BOOK. 



¥air dawn*d the mornings and the early sua 
t'our'd on the latticed cot a chearful gleam^ 
And up the travellers rose> and on their way 
Uaslen'd^ their * dangerous way, thro* fertile tracks 
Ihc waste of war. They pass'd the Auxerrois j 



• The Governdr of Vaucouleur appointed Deux GentiUhommes 
to cx>ndu6t the Maid to Chinon. " lis eurent peine k se char- 
ger de cette commission, k cause qu*il falloit passer au travers 
tiu pays ennemi ; mais elle leur dit avec fermete qu*lls ne 
cralgnissent rien, et que surement* etiz et elle arriveroient 
aupr^s du Roi, sans qu'il leur arrivkt rien de fSlcheux. 

Us partirent, passerent par I'Auxerrois sans obstacle ouou 
que les Anglois en fussent les maitres^ traversdrent plusieurs 
rivieres k la nage, entr^rent dans les pays de la domination dU. 
Roi, ou les parties ennemis couroicnt de tous cotes, sans en 
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The f autumnal rains had beaten to the earth 
The anreap*d harvest, from the village church 
No even-song bell was heard, the shepherd's dog 
Prey*d on the scattered flock, for there was now 
No hand to feed him, and upon the hearth 
Where he had slumbered at his master's feet 
The rank weed flourished. Did they sometimes find 
A welcome, he who welcomed them was one 



rencontrer aucun ; arriv6rent heureusement d Chinon oti le 

Roi etoit, et lui donnerent avis de Icur 4rriv€c et du stjct 

qui les amenoit. Tout le monde f(it extremement surpris d*un 

6i long vo)rage fait avec tant de bonheur. 

Pere Daniel, 

t << Nil GalM perturbatius, nil spoliatius, nilegentiusesset, 
Sed neque cum milite melius agebatur, qui tametsi gaudebet 
praed^, interim tamen trucidabatur passim, dum uterque rex 
civitates suae fa6lioni8 jprincipes in fide retinere studer^. 
Igitur jam caedium sadetas utrumque populum ceperat, janii- 
que tot damna utrinque illata erant, ut quisque generatim se 
oppressum, laceratum, perditum ingemisceret, doloreque sum- 
mo angeretur, disrumperetur, cruciaretur, ac per id animt 
quamvis obstinatissimi ad pacem inclinarentur. Simul urge- 
bat ad hoc rerum omnium inopia ; passim cnim agrt devasuti 
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Who linger^ in' the place where he was boni^ 
For that was all that he had left to love. 
They past the Yonne, they past the rapid Loire, 
Still urging on their way with cautious speed. 



;ioculti manebant, cum praesertim homines pro vitft tuendl, 
non arva colere sed bello senrire necessarid cogerentur. Ita 
tot argentibus mails, neuter a pace abhorrebat, sed alter ab 
altero eam aut petere, vel admittere turpe putabat." 

Poljdon Virgil. 

. The tffeSt of this contest upon England was scarcely less 
ruinous. *^ In the last year of the vifiorious Henry V. there 
was not a sufficient number of gentlemen left in England to 
carry on the business of civil government. 

But if the vi6torie8 
of Henry were so fetal to the population of his country, the 
defeats and disasters of the succeeding reign were still more 
destru£tive. In the 35th year of this war, the instrudions 
given to the Cardinal of Winchester and other plenipoten- 
tiaries appointed to treat about a peace, authorise them to 
represent to those of France, " that there haan been moo 
men slayne in these wars for the title and claimeof the coroune 
of France, of oon nacion and other, than been at this daye in 
both landys, and so much Christiene blode shed, tliat it is to 
grcte a sorow and an orrour to think or here it." 

Henry. Rymer'i Ftedcra. 
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Shnmun^ Anrfnc and Bus w^^yttlH will 
And RomorantixB towen. 

So JUUI DC VlD|^ ODf 

Fast bj a ^riDg, that wdling at hn feet 
VTith many a winding crept along the mead, 
A Knight they saw, who at his plain repast 
Let the west iK-ind plaj loond his nnj^rt brow. 
Approaching near, the Bastard recognized 
The gallant friend of Orleans, the bnnre chief 
Du Chastel ; and the mntoal greeting pass*d> 
Thej, on the streamlet's mossy bank redin'd, 
Pausd on their way, the frugal fare partook. 
And drank the running waters. 

" Art thou bouDd 
'' For the Court Dunois ?" exclaim'd the aged Knig 
" I deem*d thee far away, coop*d in the walls 
*' Of Orleans 5 a hard siege her valiant sons 
" Right loyally endure !" 

" I left the town," 
Duiiois reply 'd, " thinking that my prompt speed 
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'^ Might sdze the hostile stores^ and with freah force 

** Re-enter. Fartoflfe's * better fate prevaird, 

^ And from the field of shame my maddening hofK 

^' Bore me, for the barb*d arrow gored his flank. 

** Fatigued and faint with that day's dangerous toil, 

•' My deep wounds bleeding, vainly with weak hand 

*' Cheek*d I the powerless rein. Nor ought avail'd 

*' When heal'd at length, defeated and alone 

^' Ag^B to enter Orleans. In Lorraine 

^* I sought to raise new powers, and now retum*d 

*' With strangest and most unezpeded aid 

'* Sent by high Heaven, I seek the Court, and thence 

** To that beleager*d town shall lead such force, 

** That the proud English in their fields of blood 

" ShaU perish." 

•' I too," Tanneguy reply'd, 
" May haply in the battle once again 



* Dunois was wounded in the battle of Herrings or Rouvrai 
Saint-Denys. 
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'' Serve him my ropl Master ; in his cause 

'' Mj youth ddventur'd much, nor can my age 

*' ^nd better close than in the dang of arms 

" To die for him whom I have liv*d to f serve. 

*' Thou art for the Court 3 Son of the Chief I lov'd 1 

" Be wise by my experience. He who seeks 

'* Court favour, ventures like the boy who leans 

" Over the brink of some high precipice 

*' To reach the o*er-hanging * fruit. Thou seest me heii 



f Tanneguy du Chitd had saved the life of Charles when 
Paris was seized by the Burgundians. Lisle Adam, a man 
noted for ferocity even in that age, was admitted at midnight 
into the city with eight hundred horse. The partizans of Bur* 
gundy were under arms to assist them, and a dreadful slaugh- 
ter of the Armagnacs ensued. Du Chitel, then Governor of 
the Bastile, being unable to restrain the tumult, ran to the 
Louvre, and carried away the Dauphin in his shirt, in order 
to secure him in his fortress. 

Rapin, 

* High favours like as fig trees are 
That grow upon the sides of rocks, where they 
Who reach their fruit adventure must so far 
As to hazard their deep downfall. 

Daniel. 
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" A bafnish'd f msai, Dunois i so to appease 

" *Xhe proad and powerful Richemont^ *who, long time 

*' Most sternly jealous of the royal ear, 

" With midnight murder leagues, and down the Loire, 

^' Bolls the black carcase of his strangled foe. 



"f Dc Serres says ** the King was wonderfully discontented 
ior the departure of Tanneguy of Chastel, whom he called 
Cuher. A man beloved, and of amiable conditions. But 
tbere was no remedy. He had given the chief stroke to John 
Borgongne. So likewise he protested without any difficulty, 
to retire himself whithersoever his master should command 
him. 

* Richemont caused De Giac to be strangled in his bed, 
and thrown into the Loire, to punish the negligence that had 
occasioned him to be defeated by an inferior force at Avran- 
ehes. The Constable had laid siege to St. James de Beuvron, 
a place strongly garrisoned by the English. He had been 
promised a convoy of money, which De Giac, who had the 
management of the treasury, purposely detained to mortify 
the«onstable. Richemont openly accused the treasurer, and 
revenged himself thus violently. After this, he boldly decla- 
red that he would serve in the same manner any persoR 
whatsover that should endeavour to engross the King's favour. 
The. Camus of Beaulieu accepted De Giac's place, and was by 
the constable's means assassinated in the King's presence. 
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'' Now confident of strength, at the King*8 fiset 
'' He stabs the King's best friends, and then demaadi 
" As with a conqueror's imperious tone, 
'' The post of honour. Son of that loT'd Chief 
^' Whose death my *arm avenged, may thy d^ 



« " The Dukes of Orleans and Burgundy had agreed to 
bury all past quarrels in oblivion, and to enter into strift 
amity : they swore before the altar the sincerity of their 
friendship ; the priest administered the sacrament to both of 
them ; they gave to each other every pledge which could be 
deemed sacred among men. But all diis solemn preparation 
was only a cover for the basest treachery, which was deli* 
berately premeditated by the Duke of Burgundy. He pro- 
cured his rival to be assassinated in the streets of Paris ; he 
endeavoured for some time to conceal the part which he took 
in the crime, but being dete6Led, he embraced a resolution 
still more criminal and more dangerous to society, by openly- 
avowing and justifying it. The Parliament itself of Paris, the 
tribunal of justice, heard the harangues of the Duke's advo- 
cate, in defence of assassination, which he termed tyranni-. 
cide ; and that assembly, partly influenced by fa^on, partly 
overawed by power, pronounced no sentence of condemnation 

against this detestable do^ine." ** This murder, and still 

more the open avowal of the deed, and defence of the do^ine, 
tended to dissolve all bands of civil society, and even men of 
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f 

w " Be happy 5 serve thy country in the field, 
^ And in the hour of peace amid thy friends 
" Dwell thou without ambition.*' 



Honoar, who detested the example, might deem it just, on t 
^Tourable opportunity, to retaliate upon the author. Bur- 
Stmdy had entered into a secret treaty with the Dauphin, 
^nd the two Princes agreed to an interview, in order to con- 
cert the means of rendering efTe^ual their common attack on 
tlie English ; but how both or either of them could with safety 
'Venture upon this conference, it seemed somewhat difficult to 
contrive. The Duke, therefore, who neither dared to gii4, 
nor could pretend to ezpe£t any truft, agreed to all the contri- 
vances for mutual security which were proposed by the 
Ministers of the Dauphin. The two Princes came to Monte- 
seau ; the Duke lodged in the castle, the Dauphin in the town, 
which was divided from the castle by the river Yonne j the 
bridge between them was chosen for the place of interview j 
two high rails were drawn across the bridge; the gates on 
each side were guarded, one by the officers of the Dauphin, 
the other by those of the Duke. The Princes were to enter 
into the intermediate space by the opposite gates, accompanied 
each by ten persons, and with all these marks of diffidence, 
to conciliate their mutual friendship. But it appeared that 
no precautions are sufficient where laws have no place, and 
where all principles of honour are utterly abandoned. Tanne- 
guy du Chatel, and others of the Dauphin's retainers, ha^ 
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So he spake. 
But when the Bastard told the wonderous tale^ 
How interposing Heaven had its high aid 
Vouchsafed to France, the old man's eyes flash'd fire, 
And rising from the bank, the stately steed 
That grazed beside he mounts. " Farewell Dunois, 
*' Thou too the Delegate of Heaven, farewell I 
*' I go to raise the standard ! we shall meet 
'* At Orleans." O'er the plain he spurr'd his steed. 

They journey on their way till Chinon*s towers 
Rose to the distant view ; imperial seat 
Of Charles, for Paris with her servile sons. 



been zealous partizans of the late Duke of Orleans, and they 
determined to seize the opportunity of revenging on the assas- 
sin the murder of that Prince. They no sooner entered the 
rails, than they drew their swords, and attacked the Duke of 
Burgundy. His friends were astonished, and thought not of 
making any defence ; and all of them either shared his fate, 
or were taken prisoners by the letiime of the Dauphin. 

Hume. 
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^ headstrong, mutable, ferocioui race, 
2ow'd to the invader*! yoke, since that sad *hoar 
"When Fadion o'er her streets with giant stride 
Strode terrible, and Murder and Revenge, 
As by the midnight torches' lurid light 
They marked their mangled vidims writhe convtds^d. 
Listened the deep death groan. Ill-fated scene ! 
Thro' many a dark age drenched with innocent blood. 
And one day doom'd to know the damning guilt 



• « A dreadAil slaughter of the Armagnacs had taken place 
when Lisle Adam entered Pari$ at midnight, May i8, 1418. 
This however, was only a prelude to a much greater com- 
motion in the same city some days after. Upon news of 
what had passed, the exiles heing returned to Paris from all 
quarters, the massacre was renewed June the lath. The 
constable Armagnac was taken out of prison, murdered, and 
shamefully dragged through the streets. The Chancellor, 
several Bishops, and other persons, to the number of two 
thousand, underwent the same barbarous treatment. Wo- 
men and Children died smothered in dungeons. Many of the 
Nobles were forced to leap from high towers upon the points 
of spears. The massacre being ended, the GLueen and the 
Duke of Burgundy entered Paris in triumph. 
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Of Bhissot murder'd, and the blameless wifif 
Of Roland! Martyred patriots, spirits paiCi 
Wept by the good ye fell ! Yet still survives 
Sown by your UA\ and by your blood manur*d* 
The imperishable seed 3 and now its roots 
Spread, and strike deep, and soon shall it become 
That Tree beneath whose shade the Sons of Mco 
Shall pitch their tents in peace. 

In Paris now 
Triumphed the Invader. On an infant's head 
Had Bedford placed the crown of CharlemagoCi 
And fadious nobles bow*d the subjed knee 
In homage to their King, their baby Lord, 
Their cradled mighty one ! 

^'Belov'd of Heaven/ 
So spake the Son of Orleans as they pass'd, 
*' Lo these the walls of Chinon, this the abode 
*' Of Charles our monarch. Here in revelry 
" He of his armies vanquished, his fair towns 
*' Subdued, hears careless and prolongs the dancei 
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*' Aiid little manrel I that to the cares 

^^ Of empire still he turns the unwilling eaf^ 

*• For loss on loss, defeat upon defeat, 

** His strong holds taken> and his bravest Chiefs 

•* Or dead or captur*d> and the hopes of youth 

*^ All blasted, haye subdued the royal mind 

*' Undisciplin'd in Fortitude's stem school. 

^* So may thy voice arouse his sleeping virtues 1" 

The mi8sion*d maid replyM^ '' go thou Dunois^ 
^ Announce my mission to the rc^al ear. 
*' I on the river's winding banks the while 
<• Would roam, coUeding for high enterprise 
" My thoughts, troubled tho* firm. He who essays 
'' Atchievements of vast import will perforce 
** Feel his heart heave} and in my breast I feel 
'^ Such perturbation." 

On the banks of Vienne 
Jbevious the Damsel tum*d. Thro* Chinon*s gates 
The Son of Orleans press'd with rapid step 
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Seeking the King. Him from the public view 
He found secluded with his blameless Gtueen^ 
And her, partaker of the unlawful bed. 
The lofty-minded Agnes. 

'^Sonof^Orleansr 
So as he enter'd cried the haughtj fair, 
^ Thou art well come to witness the disgrace. 



• " Charles, in despair of coUe^ng an army which should 
dare to approach the enemy's entrenchments, not only gave 
the city of Orleans for lost, but began to entertain a very 
dismal prosper with regard to the general state of his a&irs. 
He saw that the country in which he had hitherto, with great 
difficulty, subsisted, would be laid entirely open to the inva- 
sion of a powerful aiid vidorious enemy, and he already 
entertained thoughts of retiring with the remains of his forces 
into Languedoc and Dauphiny, and defending himself as long 
as possible in those remote provinces. But it was fortunate 
for this good Prince, that as he lay under the dominion of 
the fair, the women who he consulted had the spirit to 
support his sinking resolution in this desperate extremity. 
Mary of Anjou, his GLueen, a Princess of great merit and 
prudence, vehemently opposed this measure, which she fore- 
saw would discourage all his partizans, and serve as a general 
signal for deserting a Prince who seemed himself to despair of 
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'^ The we^^ unmanly^ mean despondeiuy 

'• Of this thy Sovereign Liege. He will retreat 

** To distant Dauphin^ and fly the war \ 

'^ Go then, unworthy of thy rank ! retreat 

^* To distant Dauphin^, and fly the war, 

'' Recreant from hattle 1 I will not partake 

*' A fugitive*s fate, when thou hast lost thy crown 

*' Thou hast lost Agnes. — Do*8t not blush Dunois I 



fOQcess : his mistress too» the foir Agnes Sorel, who lived in 
OUif e amity with the Queen, seconded all her remonstrances. 

Hume. 

L'on fiik bonneur k la belle Agnes Sorel, Demoiselle de 
Tttiraine, maitresse de ce Prince, d'avoir beaucoup contribu6 
ji I'encouragec en cette occasion. On lui feiit cet honneur 
principalement au sujet d'un quatrain rapport^ par Saint 
Gelais, comme aiant ^t^ fait par le Roi Frangois 1. k Thonneur 
4e cette Demoiselle. 

Plus de louange et dlionneur tu m^rite. 
La cause ^tant de France recouvrer. 
Que ce que peut dedans un CAoitre ouvrer 

Clause Nonnain, ou bien dcvot Hermite. 

P. Daniel 
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" To bleed in combat for a Prince like this, 

*' Fit only like the Merovingian race 

" On a May ^ morning deek*d with flowers, to maont 



• Here in'this first met you shall see cmr Kings but ooce t 
ycar^ the first day of May, in their chariots deckt with 
flowres and greene, and drawn by four oxen. Whoso hath 
oc^askm to tX€9lt with tbiem let him seeke diem in ^heir chsm- 
bersy amidst their delights. Let him talke of any matters of 
state, he shall be sent to the Maijjc. 

Dc Serres. 

Fu]\e.r c^ls this race <* a chain of idle Kings well linked toge- 
ther, w;ho gave themselves over to pleasure privately, never 
coming abroad, but onely on May-day they shewed them* 
selves to the people, riding in a chariot, adorned with #owers> 
and drawn with oxen, siow cattely but good enough fir so Ua^ 
luggage* 

Holy Warrt, 

Ccs Rois hideux en longue barbe espesse. 
En longs cheveux, ornez presse sur presse, 
De chaisnes d*or ct de carquans gravcz, 
Hauts dans un char en triomphe elevcz, 
Une fois Tan se feront voir en porape 
Enficz d'un fard qui le vulgaire trompe. 

Franciade de Romafl 
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" His gay-bedizened car, and ride abroad 

'' And ma^e the multitude a holydaj. 

** Go Charljea-r-end hide thee in a woman's garb, 

'* And these longf locks will not disgrace thee then !*" 



f Loctg htiif was peculiar to the Kings in the firft ages of 
the French monarchy. When Fredegonda had mofthered 
Qovis and thrown him into the river, the fishermen who 
found his body, knew it by the long hair. 

At a later period the cuslom seems to have become gene^. 
Pasquier says, << lors de mon jeune aage nul n'estoit tondu, 
fors les moines. Advint par m'esadventure que le Roy Fran- 
^ois premier de ce nom, ayant esc^ fortuiCement btess^ i. bt 
teste d*un tizon, par le Caphaine Lorges, sieur de Montgou- 
mery, les m'6decihs furent d'advis de la tondre. Depuis il ne 
porta plus longs chetduiE, €)MSftt te pt^mAer de nos Roys, qui 
par un siaistre augure degenera de ceste venerable anciennete. 
Sur son exemple, les Princes premierement, puis les Gentils- 
hommes et finalement tous les subjeds se voulurent former, 
n ne fut pas que les Prestres ne se raeissent de ceste partie. 
Sur la plus grande partie du regne de Fran9ois premieY, et 
devant, chacun portoit longue chevelure, et barbe ras^, ou 
niAintenant chacun est tondu, et porte lons^ue barbe. 



III. 188 

" Nay Agnes V* Charles replied^ *' reproach me not, 

^' I kave enough of sorrow. Look around, 

*' See this fair country ravaged by the foe, 

^ My strong holds taken, and my brayest Chie& 

*' Fall*n in the field, or captives far away. 

** Dead is the Douglas; cold thy warrior frame, 

'' Illustrious Buchan ; ye from Scotland's hills, 

*' Not mindless of your old ally distress'd, 

" Rush'd to his succour : in his cause ye fought, 

" For him ye perished. Rash impetuous Narbonne ! 

" Thy mangled corse waves to the winds of * Heaven. 

" Cold, Graville, is thy sinewy arm in death ; 

*' Fall'n is Ventadaur j silent in the grave 

^' BambouiUet sleeps : Bretagne's unfaithful chief 



• Lc Viscomte dc Narbonne y p^rit aussi, et porta la peine 
de sa t6ni^rite, qui avoit et6 une des principales causes de la 
perte de la bataille. Le Due de Betfort aiant fait chercher 
ton corps, le fit ^cartaler et pendre k un gibet, parce qu'il 
passoit pour avoir 6te complice de la mort du Due de 
Bourgognc. 

P. DanUl. 
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" Leagues with my foes, and Richeraont,t or in arms 
** Defies my weak controul, or from my side. 



f Richemont has left an honourable name, though he tyed 
a prime minister up in a sack and threw him into the fiver. 
For this he had a rojral precedent in our King John, but Riche- 
mont did openly what the Monarch did in the dark, and there 
is some difference between a murderer and an executioner, 
even though the executioner be a volunteer. << II m6rita sa 
grace (8a3rs Daniel) par les services qu*il rendit au Roi contre 
les Anglois* malgr^ ce Prince m£me. II fiit un des principauz 
auteurs de la rdforme de la milice Fran9oise, qui produisit la 
tranquillity de la France ct les grandes vi6U>ires dont elle fiiC 
suivie. L'autorit^ qu'il avoit par sa charge de Ck>nn£table, 
jointe k sa fermet^ naturelle, lui donna mo3ren de tenir la 
main k Tobservation des ordonnances publie^s par le Roi pour 
la discipline militaire ; et les examples de 8^v^rit6 qu*il fit k 
cet 6gard, lui firent donner le surnom de Justicier. Etant 
devenu Due de Bretagne, quelques Seigneurs de sa Cour lui 
conseillerent de se demettre de sa charge de Connetable, com- 
me d'une dignite qui etoit au dessous de lui. II ne la voulut 
pas, et 11 faisoit porter devant lui deux ^p^, Tune la pointe 
en haut, en qualite de Due de Bretagne, et Tautre dans le 
fourreau la pointe en bas, comme Connetable de France. Son 
motive pour conserver la charge de Connetable, etoit, disoit- 
il, d*honorer dans sa vieillesse une charge qui Tavoit honbr6 
itti-mSmc dans un ^ge moins avanc^. On le peut compter au 
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*^ A friend more dreaded than the enemy, 

'' Drives my best servants with the assassin sworfl. 

'^ Soon must the towers of Orleans fall ! — ^Bat now 

'' These sad thoughts boot not. Welcome to our coart, 

" Dunois ! We yet can give the friisndly feast, 

*' And from the heavy cares of empire win, 

^' One hospitable day of merriment. 

The Chief reply'd, " so may thy future years 
" Pass from misfortune free, as all these ills 
^' Shall vanish like a vision of the night 1 
*' To thee, to France I come the messenger 
*• Of aid from Heaven. The delegated Maid 
^' With me, whom Providence all-wise decrees 



nombre des plus grands Capitaines que la France ait eus k son 
service. II avoit beaucoup de religion, il ctoit liberal, aum6> 
nier, bienfaisant, et on ne peut gueres lui reprocher que la 
hauteur et la violence, dont il usa envers les trois Ministrcs. 
And yet this violence to the favourites may have been among 
the services, yw*i/ rendit au Rot, malgre ce Prince mhrte. 
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^' The saviour of tbe realm j — a holy Maid^ 
'' Beariog strange promise of miraculous things, 
'' One whom it were not possible to hear 
*' And disbelieve.- 

Astonish'd by his speech 
Stood Charles. " At one of meaner estimation 
" I should have smil*d^ Dunois. Thy well-known worthy 
'' The loyalty of all thy noble house> 
" Compel me even to this, a most strange tale, 
'' To lend a serious ear. A woman sent 
'^ From Heaven, the Saviour of this wasted realm> 
*' One whom it were not possible to hear 
" And disbelieve ! Dunois, ill now beseems 
'' Ought wild and hazardous ; the throne of France 
" Totters upon destru6Uon. Is my person 
*' Known to this woman ?" 

She has liv'd retired,** 
The Bastard answered, " ignorant of courts, 
'* And little heeding, till the spirit of Grod 
*' Rous*d her to this great work." 
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To him the King, 
" If then she knows me not^ abide thou here> 
*' And hither^ by a speedy messenger, 
'^ Sammon the Maiden. On the throne meantime; 
*' I the while mingling with the menial throng, 
*' Some courtier shall be seated. If this Maid 
*' Be by the holy spirit of Grod inspired, 
" That holy spirit will gift her .with the power 
'^ To pierce deception. But if strange of mind 
*' Enthusiast fancy fire her wildcr'd brain, 
" Thus proved, she to obscurity again 
" May guiltlessly retire. Our English foes 
" Might well exult to see the sons of France 
'^ Led by a frenzied * female." So he said 5 



• Yet in the preceding year 1428, the English women had 
concerned themselves somewhat curiously in the afiairs of 
their rulers. " There was one Mistris Stokes with divers 
others stout women of London, of good reckoning, well- 
apparelled, came openly to the upper Parliament, and deli- 
vered ktters to the Dukeof Gloccster, and to the Archbishops, 
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And^ with a doubtful hope, the son of Orleans 
Dispatched a speedy messenger, to seek 
Beside the banks of Vienne, the mission'd Maid. 

Soon is the court conven*d ; the jewelVd crown 
Shines on a meniars head. Amid the throng 



and to the other Lords there present, containing matter of 
rebuke and sharp reprehension of the Duke ot Clocester, 
because he would not deliver his wife Jaqueiine out of her 
grevious imprisonment, being then held prisoner by the 
Duke of Burgundy, suffering her there to remain so unkindly, 
and for his public keeping by him another adultresse, con> 
trary to the law of God, and the honourable estate of 
matrimony. 

Edmond Howes, 

There are many curious particulars in this man's history. I 
have never seen him quoted or heard his name. He wrote 
under Elizabeth, James and Charles, and acknowledges obliga^ 
tions foTassi^ance in his work, among other men eminent in 
their day, to Archbishop Abbot, Sir Edward Coke, and Master 
Camden. Were it not too long for a note I would give the . 
aiK^ount he has left of the change of fashions and manners in 
bis remembrance. It is the amusing narrative of an old man, 
who from the alterations he had witnessed himself, rightly 
jtsdged ihat such an account would interest posterity. 
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The Monarch stands, and anxious for the event. 
His heart beats high. She comes, the in^ired Matd 1 
And as the Bastard led ber to the throne^ 
Qoick glancing o*er the mimic Majesty 
FiK*d full her qre on * Charles. 



• Of this I may say with Scudery 

O merveille estonnante, et difficile k croire !— - 
Mais que nous rapportons smr lafiy dt rHistnre, 

Alarie L. 9. 

The matter (says De Series) was found ridiculous both by the 
King and bis Councell, yet must they make some triall. The 
King takes upon him the habit of a countriman to be disguised: 
this Maid (being brought into the chamber) goesdiredUytothe 
King in this attire, and salutes him v^ith so modes/ a countenance^ 
m if she had been bred up in court all her life. They telling her 
that she was mistaken, she assured them it was the King, 
although she had never scene him. She begins to deliver unto 
him this new charge, which, she saves, she had received 
from the God of Heaven ; so as she turned the eyes and minds 
of all men upon her. 

Ce Prince prit expr^s ce jour-la un habit fort simple, et se 
m£la sans distinction dans la foule des Courtisans. La fille 
entra dans la chambre sans par6itre aucunement etonnce, et 
quoiqu' elle n* eiit jamais vu le Roi, elle lui adressa la paiole, 
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" Thou art the King. 
^ I come the avenging Delegate of Heaven^ 
' Wielding the wratfafol weapon^ from whoie deaths 
' Their stem hearts palsied by the arm of God^ 
' Far, far from Orleans shall the English wolves 
^ Speed their disastrous flight. Monarch of France I 
^ Spread the good tidings through thy ravaged realm! 
^ The maid is come> the Missioned Maid, whose hand 
^ Shall in the consecrated walls of Rheims 
^ Crown thee the anointed * King." 



t lui dit d*un ton ferme, que Dieu Tenvoyoit pour le secourir, 
our faire lever le siege d' Orleans, et le conduire k Reims 
our y etre sacr6. EUe V assura que les Angl6is seroient chas- 
es du Royaume, et que s'ils ne le qnittoient au-plutdt, il leur 

Q prendroit mal. 

P. Daniel, 

* The anointing was a ceremony of much political and 
lystical importance. " King Henry HI. of England, being 
esirous to know what wa& wrought in a King by his unfiion, 
onsulted by letter about it with that great schotler of the age 
x>bert Grossetest Bishop of Lincoln, who answered hinv 
I confirmation. ** Quod autem in fine litersB vestrse nobis 
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In wonder mute 
The courtiers heard. The astonish'd King exdaim'd, 
**' This is indeed the agency of Heaven ! 



mandastis, videlicet quod intimaremus quid un6Uonis saen- 
fnentum videatur ac^icere regise dignitati, cum muld sint 
^eges qui nuUatenus un^onts munera decorentur, non est 
tiostrae modicitatis complere hoc. Tamen non ignoramns 
•quod regalis inundio signum est prerogativae susceptionis sep- 
tiformis doni sacratissimi pneumatis, quod septiformi muneie 
tenetur Rex inunfhis prseemtnentius non un6tis Regibus om- 
nes regias et regiminis sui a£Uone8 diiigere ; ut videlicet non 
communiter sed emincnter et heroicc dono Ttmoris se prim6, 
ct deinceps, quantum in ipso est, suo regimini subje&os, ab 
omni cohibeat illicito ; dono Pletatis defendat subveniat ct 
^bveniri faciat viduae, pupillo, et generaliter omnioppresso; 
dono Sclentia leges justas ad regnum juste regendum ponat, 
positas observet et observari faciat, erroneas destruat ; dono 
Fortitudinis omnia regno adversantia repellat et pro salute 
Reipublicae mortem non timeat. Ad praedt6la autem prxcel' 
kenter agenda dono Conctlll decoretur, quo artificialiter et 
scientifice ordo hujus mundi sensibilis edoccrur^ deinde 
dono IntelUeiusy quo cactus Angelici ordo dinoscitur. Tandem 
\er6 dono Sapien/'ne, quo ad dilucidam cognitioncm Dei pcr- 
tingitur, ut ad exemplar ordinis mundi et ordinis angelici 
secundum leges aeternas in sterna Dei ratlone descriptas, qui* 
bus regit universitatem crcaturar, rcmpublicam sibi sulye6Ura 
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" Hard, Maiden, were I of belief,** he cried, 
** Did I not now, with full and confinn'd faith, 
^ Thee the redeemer of this ravaged realm 



ordinabiliter regat tandem et ipse. Adjicit igitur Regiae dig- 
nitati uh6ti<mis sacramentum quod Rex un^s prse catena 
in suo genere debet, ut prstadhim est, ex septiformi spiritus 
munere, in omnibus suis regiminis a£tibus, ^irtutibus divinis 
ct heroicis pollcic." 

And some other have conceived this 
anointing of such efficacy, that, as in baptbme all former 
sinnes are washt away, so also by this un^on, as we see in 
that of Polyeuftus Patriarch of Constantinople, who doubted 
notbut that the Emperor John Tzimisces was cleerd, before 
Heaven, of the death of Phocas, thro his being anointed 
Emperor. 

Silden*s Titles rfUn 



The legend of the Ampulla made this ceremony peculiarly 
unporunt in France. I quote the miracle from Desmarests.. 
Qovis is on his knees waiting to be anointed, by St. Remigius. 

Cependant le Prelat attend les huiles saintes. 

Un Diacre les porte, et fait un vain effort ; 

La foule impenetrable empesche son abord. 

Du Pontife sacr^ la douce impatience, 

Des mains Sc de la voix veut en vain qu' il s' avancc. 

Nul ae peut diviser^ par la force des bras,. 
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*^ Believe. Not doubtihg therefore the grange vili 

** Of the all-wise providenoe, delay 1 now 

*' Instant to mai^al the brave sons of France 

*' Beneath thy banners 3 bat to satisfy 

'^ Those who at distance from this most clear proof 

" May hear and disbelieve, or yield at best 

*' A cold assent. These fully to confirm 

*' And more to manifest thy holy power. 



He tant de corps pressez 1* immobile ramas. 

Le Prince humble, k genoux, languissoit dans 1* attentt, 

Alors qu* une clarte paroist plus eclatante, 

Esteint tous autres feux par sa vive splendeur, 

£t r^aad dans le temple une divine odeur. 

Dans un air lumineux une Colombe vole. 

En son bee de coral tenant une fble. 

Elle apporte au Prelat ce vase precieux, 

Plein d*un baume sacr^, rare present des Cieux. 

Guillermus Brito says that the Devil brake the viol of oil 
>vhich St. Remigius held in his hand ready to anoint Clovis, 
and that the oil being so spilt, liC obtained by prayer a supply 
of it from heaven. 
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^ Forthwith with all due speed I shall convene 
" The I>o^o« * of Theology, wise men 
** And skilful in the mysteries of Heaven. 
" By these thy mission studied and ^>proved» 
" As needs it must, their sandion to all minds 
** Shall hrinjg coovl^on, and the firm belief 
*' Lead on thy favour*d troops to mightiest deeds^ 
•' Surpassing human credibility." 



* Ces paroles auisi par elle di^s, la fist le Roy remener 
hpaorablement en son logis, & assemble son grand Conseil, 
RU quel furent plusieurs Prelats Chevaliers Escuyers tc chefs 
de guerie, avecques aucuns Do6ieurs en Thedogie en Loix & 
en Decrety qui tous ensemble adviserent qu' elle seroit inter- 
rogue par les Do6leurs, pour essa^rer si en elle se trouveroit 
evidente raison de pouvoir accomplir ce qu* elle disoit. Mais 
les Do^eurs la troverent de tant honneste contenance. Be tant 
sage en ses paroles, que leur revelation faifte on en tent tres 
grand conte. 

Diverses interrogations luy furent faiftes par plusieurs 
Do£leurs & amtres gens de grand estat, a quoy elle respondit 
moult bien, & par especial a un Do6beur Jacobin, qui luy dist, 
que si Dieu vouloit que les Anglois s'en allassent, qu' il nc 
falloit point de armra j a qaoy eilc respondit, qu' die nc vouloil 
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Well pleased the maiden heard. Her the King leadi 
From the disbanding throng, meantime to dwell 
With Mary. Watchful for her Lord^s return 
She sat with Agnes ; Agnes proud of heart. 
Majestically fair, whose large full eye 
Or flashing anger, or with scornful scowl 



que pcu de gens qui combattroient, & Dieu donneroitli 
Tidoire. 

FrwH tJu history oftht siege of Orleans. Troyes, lOai. 

In the Gesta Joanna Gallica of Valerandus Faranitu, one 
of the Counsellors makes a speech of seventy lines upon the 
wickedness of women, mentioning Helen, Beersheba, Semi- 
ramis, Dalilah, Messalina, &c. as examples. The council are 
influenced by his opinion, and the Maid, to prove her mis- 
sion, challenges any one of them to a single combat. 

Quk me stultitii, qui me levitate notandam. 
Creditis o patres ? armis si forsitan, inquit, 
Apta minus videar, stri€lo procurrere ferro 
Annuite ; hsc nostri sint prima pericula martis. 
Si cuique vis tanta animo, descendat in aequae 
Planiciem pugnae ; mihi si vi£ioria cedat 
Credite vi£lrici ; noster si vicerit hostis 
Compede vin6U abeam, et cun6Us sim fabuU saeclis» 
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Deform*d her beauteous features. Yet with her 

The lawless idol of the Monarches hearty 

Mary^ obedient to her husbaDd*s will. 

Dwelt peaceful^ from the proudly-generous mind 

Of Agnes winning friendship. Soon the Maid 

Lov*d the mild Queen, and sojourning with her. 

Experts the solemn summons. 

Thro' the realm 

Meantime the King*s convoking voice was hoard, 

And from their palftces and monasteries 

Swarm'd forth the Doctors, men acute and deep. 

Grown grey in study -, Priests and Bishops haste 

ToChinon : teachers wise and with high names, 

« 
Seraphic, Subtile, or Irrefragable, 

By their admiring pupils dignified. 

The Do6tors met, from cloister gloom recluse, 
Dr from the haunts luxurious of the abode 
Episcopal, they met, and sought the place 
Of judgement. Yerj ancient was the dome. 
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The floor with manj a monumental stone 

O'ersprcad, and brass-cnficulptor'd effigy 

Of holy abbots honour'd in their day^ 

Now to the grave gone down. The branchiog anns 

Of many a ponderous pillar met aloft, 

Wreath'd on the roof emboss'd. The windows glcam'd 

Awful and dim their many-<x>lour*d light. 

Thro* the rich robes of Eremites and Saints> 

Trees, mountains, castles, ships, sun, j]XK>n, and stars, 

Splendid confusion 1 the pure wave beneath 

Befleds and trembles in the' purpling beam. 

On the altar bums that mystic lamp whose flame 

May not be quenched. 

Circling round the vase 

They bow the knee, uttering the half-heard prayer j 

Mysterious power communicating thus 

« 
To the hallowed water, decm'd a mightier spell 

O'er the fierce fiends of Satan's fallen crew. 

Than e'er the hell-hags tanght in Thessaly, 

Or they who sitting on the rifled grave. 
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Dim seen jby the Uue tonl^-fire s land light. 
Partake the Vaxppire a banquet. 

This perform'4> 
The Maid is aaaunonVl. JRouod the holjr V4sp 
Mark'd with the mystic tooture and tuidk'^L 
In sacred vests, a venerable train^ 
They stand. Tbc delegated Maid obeja 
Their summons. As she came, a lovetiest tiosfa 
0*er her fair cheek suffused, such as became 
One mindful still of maiden modesty^ 
Tho* of her own worth oonscious. Thro* the aisle 
The cold wind moaning as it pass*d along 
Waved her dark flowing locks. Before the train 
In reverend silence vaitiog their sage will« 
With half' averted eje she stood coaipos'd. 
So have I seen the simple snow-drop rise 
Amid the russet leaves that hide the earth 
In early spring, so seen its gentle bend 
Of modest loveUoesa amid the waste 
Of desolation. 
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By the maiden's side 
The Son of Orleans stood^ prepar*d to vouch 
That when on Charles the Maiden's eye had &t% 
As led by power miraculous^ no fraud. 
No juggling artifice of secret sign 
Diffembled inspiration. As he stood 
Steadily viewing the mysterious ritef. 
Thus to the attentive Maid the Arch-Priest spake 
Severe. 

" Woman, if any fiend of hell 
" Lurk in thy bosom, so to prompt the vaunt- 
*' Of inspiration, and to mock the power 
'' Of God and holy church, thus by the virtue 
*' Of water hallowed in the name of God 
'' That damned spirit adjure I to depart 
*' From his possessed prey. 

Slowly he spake- 
And sprinkled water on the virgin's face : 
Indignant at the unworthy charge the Maid 
Felt her cheek flush, but soon, the transient glow 
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Fading, she answer'd meek. 

'' Most holy Sires, 
'' Te reverend Fathers of the Christian churchy 
** Most catholic ! before your view I stand 
^ A poor weak woman. Of the grace vouchsafed/ 
" How far unworthy, conscious : yet tho' mean, 
'^ Guiltless of fraud, and chosen by highest heaven . 
** The minister of aid. Strange voices heard, 
'* The dark and shadowing visions of the night, 
" And feelings that I may not dare to doubt, 
* These portents make me consoious of the God 
*' Within me J he who gifted my purged eye 
'^ To know the Monarch *mid the menial throt)g« 
** Unseen before. Thus much it boots to say. 
" The life of simple virgin ill deserves 
'^ To call your minds from studies wise and deep, 
" Not to be fathom*d by the weaker sense 
" Of man profane." 

'^ Thou speakest," said the Priest, 
"' Of dark and shadowing visions of the night. 
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^' Canst thou remember Maid ! what virion £rrt 
" Seem*d more than Fancy's shaping ? from such tafe 
" Minutely told with accurate drcumstaao^ 
'* Best judgement might ht formed/* 

TbeMaidrepM 
'' Amid the ijftountaih Tallies I bad driven 
" My father's flock. The eve was drawing on, 
'^ When by the sudden storm surpriz'd, I sooght 
*' A chapel's neighbouring shelter; ruined * now, 
" But I remember when its vesper bell 



* Hanc virginem contigit pascendo pecora in sacello quo- 
dam vilissimo, ad declinandam pluviam obdormire ; quo in 
tempore visa est se in somnis a Deo, qui se illi ostendertt^ 
admoneri. 

Jacobus Philippus Bergomensis de clarh Mulieribus. 

Joanna Gallica Puella, dum oves pascit, tempestate coa^ in 

proximum sacellum confugity ibi obdormiens liberandae Galliae 
mandatum divinitus accepit. 

Bonfinius. 

Heroln^e nobiiissima Joanna Dare Lotheringa vulgo Aurelianen- 
sis Pudla hlstorta. Authore Joanne Hordal ser : ducis Lotharin* 
gte consiHar'iQ. Pontl-Mussi. l6l2. 
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'' Was heard among the hills, a pleasant sounds 

" That made me pause upon my homeward road, 

" Awaking in me comfortable thoughts 

** Of holiness. The unsparing soldiery 

'' Had sacked the hamlet near, and none was left 

'' Duly at sacred seasons to attend 

** St. Agnes' chapel. In the desolate pile 

" I drove my flock, with no irreverent tlioughts, 

*' Nor mindless that the place on which I trod 

" Was holy ground. It was a fearful night 1 

" Devoutly to the virgin Saint I pray'd, 

" Then heap*d the withered leaves that the autumn wind 

'' Had drifted in, and laid me down upon them, 

'* And sure I think I slept. But so it was 

^' That, in the dead of night. Saint * Agnes stood 

" Before mine eyes, such and so beautiful 



♦ Insanus judex earn nudam ad lupanar pertrahi jussit. At 
ubi bcata virgo vestibus exuta est, statim crine soluto, tantam 
capiUis densitatem ejus divina gratia concessit, ut melius illo- 
rumfimbriis, quam vestibus te6la videratur. Introgressaquidem 
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** As i^ben, amid the house of wickedness, 
*' The Power whom with such fervent love she served 
*' Veiled her with gloiy. And she seem'd to pwnt ' 
*' To the moss-grown altar, and the crucifix. 



Agnes turpitudinis locum, Angdnm Domini praparatum in- 
venit : earn raox tanto luraine perfodit, ut prae magnitudine ' 
splendoris, a nemine conspici posset. 

The exclamation of 
St. Agnes at the stake ought to be preserved. " Then Agnes 
in the midst of the flames, stretching out her hands prayed 
unto the Lord, saying, " I bless thee o allmighty father ! who 
permittest me to come unto thee fearless even in the flames. 
For behold ! what I have believed, I see ; what I have hoped, 
I possess ; what I have desired, I embrace with my hands. 
Therefore I confess thee with my lips, I desire thee with my 
heart, with my inmost entrails ; I come to thee, the living 
and the true God! *' Benedico te pater omnipotens, qui 
etiam per flammas, intrepidam me ad te venire permittis. 
Ecce quod credidi jam video, quod speravi jam tcneo, quod 
concupivi manibus jam compleftor. Te igitur labus confiteor, 
te corde, te totis visceribus concupisco. Ecce ad te venio 
vivum et verum deum. 

Jacobus PhiWpus Bergomemis. 
St. Agnes, St. Catherine, and St. Margaret, were the Saints 
more particularly reverenced by the Maid of Orleans. 
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' Half hid by the long grass ;«— and then I thought 
' I could have withered armies with a look, 
' For fram the present Saint such divine power 
^ I felt infused. — ^*twas but a dream perhaps. 

* And yet methought that when a louder peal 
' Burst o'er the roof, and all was left again 

* Utterly dark, each bodily sense was clear 
' And sensible to every drcumitance 

' Of time and place.** 

Attentive to her words 
Thus the Priest answered. 

** Brethren ye have heard 
' The woman*s tale. Beseems us now to ask 
'* Whether of holy Church a duteous child 
' Before our court appears, so not unlike 
' Heaven might vouchsafe its gracious miracle.; 
' Or silly heretic whose erring thoughts, 
' Monstrous and vain, perchance might stray beyond 
''* All reason, and conceit strange dreams and signs 

* Impossible. Say, woman, from thy youth 
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*' Hast thou, as rightly mother church demands, 
*♦ Confess*d to the Holy Priest each secret sin, 
'* That by the grace vouchsafed to him from HeafeO) 
'' He might absolve thee ? 

•* Father," she replied 
'' The forms of worship iu mine earlier years 
^' Waked my young mind to artificial awe, 
" And made me fear my God. Warm with the glow 
" Of health and exercise, whene'er I pas8*d 
" The threshold of the house of prayer, 1 felt 
" A cold damp chill me, I beheld the £ame 
" That with a pale and feeble glimmering 
*' Dimm'd the noon light, I heard the solemn masSj 
*' And with strange feelings and mysterious dread 
'' Telling my beads, gave to the mystic prayers 
'* Devoutest meaning. Often when I saw 
" The pidtur'd flames writhe round a penanced soql, 
" Have I retired, and knelt before the cross 
*' And wept for grace, and trembled and believed 
** A God of Terrors. But in riper years. 
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" When as my loal grew strong in solitude^ 

" I saw the eternal energy pervade 

** The boliDdle^ range of nature, with the sun 

" Pour life and radiance from his flamy path, 

'' And on the lowliest flowret of the fieia 

" The kindly dew-drops shed. And then I felt 

'* That HE who fortn'd this goodly frame of tbingi 

" Must needs be good, and with a Fatubr*! name 

" I caird on RIM, and from my burthen*d heart 

" Pour*d out the yearnings of unmingled love, 

" Methinks it is not strange then, that I fled 

" The house of prayer, and made the lonely grove 

*' My temple, at the foot of some old oak 

" Watching the little tribes that had their world 

*' Within its mossy bark j or laid nie down 

** Beside the rivulet whose murmuring 

'* Was silence ♦ to my soul, and marked the swarm 



♦ Thro* the secnc are faintly heard 
Sounds that are silence to the mind. 

Charles LUyd, 
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** Whose light-edged shadows on the bedded sand 
'* Mirrored their mazj sports ; the insed ham» 
" The flow of waters^ and the song of bird^ 
" Making most h6\y music to mine ear : 
*' Oh ! was it strange^ if for such scenes as these 
** Such deep dev«utness, snch intense delight 
*' Of quiet adoration, I forsook 
'^ The house of worship ? strange that when I felt 
" That God had made my Spirit quick to feel 
*' And love what*eer was beautiful and good, 
^' And from ought evil and deform*d to shrink 
'* Bven as with instind ; father ! was it strange 
'' That in my heart I had no thought of sin 
" And did not need forgiveness ?'* 

As she spake 
The Doctors stood astonished, and some while 
They listen'd still in wonder. But at length 
A Priest replied, 

" Woman thou seemst to scorn 
** The ordinances of the holy Church, 
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" And, if I rightly understand thy words, 

'' Thou siayest that Solitude and Nature taught 

** Thy feelings of religion, and that now 

" Masses and absolutions and the use 

" Of mystic wafer, are to thee unknown. 

'* How then could nature teach thee true religion, 

" Depriv'd of these ? Nature can teach to sin, 

*' But *tis the Priest alone can teach remorse, 

*' Can bid St. Peter ope the gates of Heaven, 

" And from th,e penal firqs of purgatory 

*' Absolve the soul. Could Nature teach thee this ? 

" Or tell thee that St. Peter holds the keys, 

" And that his succes3or*8 unbounded power 

*' Extends o*er either world ? Altho' thy life 

'* Of sin were free, if of this holy truth 

'' Ignorant, thy soul in liquid flames must rue 

" Transgression." 

Thus he spake -, the applauding look 
Went round. Nor dubious to reply the Maid 
Was silent. 
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** Fathen of the holjrchurdii 
^' If on these pomts abstruse a MEbple ti>aid 
*' Like me^ should err> impute not 3roa the crine 
*' To self-wiird reason. Taunting its owh ttrragtii 
*^ Above the eternal wisdom. True it is 
" That for long time I have not heard the sound 
'' Of mass high-chaunted, nor with tremying Upt 
'* Partook the mystic wafer : yet the bird 
" That to the matin raf prelusive pour*d 
'• His joyous song, methought did warble forth 
*' Sweeter thanksgiving to Religion's ear 
"In his wild melody of happiness, 
" Than ever rung along the high-arched roofs 
" Of man. Yet never from the bending vine 
•' Pluck'd 1 its ripen*d clusters thanklessly, 
" Of that good God unmindful, who bestowed 
*' The bloodless banquet. Ye have told me. Sirs, 
*^ That Nature only teaches man to sin ! 
*' If it be sin to seek the wounded lamb, 
*' To bind its wounds, and bathe them \^dlh my tear 
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" This is what Nature taught I No, Fathers 1 no, 

" It is not Nature that can teach to sin : 

'' Nature is all Benevolence, all Love, 

*' All Beauty 1 In the greenwood's simple shade 

" There is no vice that to the indignant cheek 

" Bids the red current rush 5 no misery there ; 

" No wretched mother, that with pallid fkcae 

" And famine-fairn, hangs o'er her hungry babes, 

*' With such a look, so wan, *o woe-begone, 

*' As shall one day, with damning eloquence> 

" Against the mighty plead 1 Nature teach sin ! 

*' O blasphemy against the Holy One, 

*' Wlio made us in the image of Himself, 

" Who made us all for happiness and lore, 

*' Infinite happiness, infinite love, 

" Partakers of his own eternity. 

Solemn and slow the reverend Priest replied, 
" Much, woman, do I doilbt that all- wise Heaven 
** Would thus vouchsafe its gradons miracles 
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" On one fore-doom'd to naisery -, for so doom'd 

'' Is that deluded one, who, of the mass 

" Unheeding, and the Churches saving power, 

" Deems nature sinless. Therefore, mark me wd 

" Brethren, I would propose this woman try 

'* The holy ordeal. Let her, bound and stript, 

" Lest haply in her cTolhcs should be conceal'd 

*' Some holy relic so profan'd, be cast 

^' In the deep pond -, there if she float, no doubt 

*' Some fieud upholds, but it she instant sink, 

*' Sure sign is that that Providence displays 

" Her free from witchcraft. This done, let her w 

" Blinded and bare o'er ploughshares heated red, 

'^ And o'er these past, her naked arm plunge deep 

" In scalding water. If from these she pass 

" Unhurt, to holy father of the church 

" Most blessed Pope, we then refer the cause 

** For judgement : and this Chief, the Son of Orlc 

*' Who comes to vouch the royal person known 

'^ By her miraculous power, shall pass with her 
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^' The lacred trial.** 

'' Grace of God 1" exdaim'd 
The astonished Bastard ; *^ plunge nie in the pool, 
*' 0*er red-hot ploughshares make me dance jto please 
*^ Your dotard fancies ! Fathers of the church; 
" Where is your gravity? whatl elder-like 
** This fairer than Susannah Would 70a eft^ 
'^ Ye call for ordeals ; and I too demand 
*' The noblest ordeal, on the English host 
** In vidory to prove the mission sent 
^' From favouring Heaven. To the Pope refer 
'' For judgement 1 Know ye not that France even now 
'^ Standi tottering on destruction T* 

Starling wild. 
With a strange look, the missioned Maid exclaim*t], 
*' The sword of God is here 1 the grave shall speak 
" To manifest me l" 

Even as she spake, 
A pale blue flame rose from the trophied tomb 
Beside her« A deep silence thro* the dome 
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Dwelt awful : sudden from that hoose of deatli 
Tlie clash of arms was heard^ as tho* within 
The shrouded warrior shodc his mailed limbs. 

*' Hear jre ?" the Damsel cried j *' these are the arms 
*^ That shall flash terror o*er the hostile host. 
** These^ in the presence of our Lord the King, 
" And the assembled people, I shall take 
** From this the sepulchre, where many an age 
" Incorruptible they hare lain conceaFd, 
** Destined for me, the Delegate of Heaven.** 

Recovering from amaze, the Priest replied : 
'* Thou art indeed the Delegate of Heaven I 
^ What thou hast said surely thou shalt perform I 
V We ratify thy mission. Go in peaccr 



f 



CI;e iFottt^ asoolt. 



A Messenger from Orleans requests hftme£ate 
succour. The Maid takes her armour from a tomh 
in the church of St, Catharine, She announces her 
intention of marching on the morrow . 



JOAN of ARC. 



THE FOURTH BOOK. 



The feast was spread, the ^arkling bowl went rotmd^ 

And to the assembled court the minstrel harp*d 

The song of other dap. Sudden they heard 

The horn's loud Wast. " This is no time for cares 5 

" Feast ye the messenger without !" cried Charles^ 

*' Enough is given of the wearying day 

*' To the public weal." 

Obedient to the King 
The guard invites the traveller to his fare, 
*' Nay, I shall see the monarch," he replied, 
" And he shall hear my tidings ; duty-urged, 
" For many a long league have I hastened on, 
" Not now to be repeli'd.'* Then with strong arm 
Removing him wlK):lMinr!d.hia^Qftward way. 



IV. 234 

The ball he enters. 

''Kingof Fitticef Icomt 
^ From Orleans, Mpoedy and eflfednal aid 
^ Demanding for her gallant garrison^ 
^ Faithful to thee, tho' thinn*d in many a fight, 
" And wither*d now by want. Thee it beseems 
" For ever anxioos for thy people's weal, 
" To succour these brave men whose honest breasts 
'* Bulwark thy throne.** 

He said, and from the hall 
With upright step departing, in amaze 
At his 80 bold deportment left the court. 
The King exclaimed, '' but little need to send 
*' Quick succour to this gallant garrison, 
*' If to the English half so firm a front 
" They bear in battle r 

" In the field my liege,** 
Dunois replied^ " that man has 8erv*d thee well. 
" Him have I seen the foremost of the fight, 
'' Wielding so fearfully his death-red axe. 
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*• His eye bo fuiy-fired, that the pale foe 

" Let fall their palsied arms with powerless stroke, 

" Desperate of safety. I do marvel much 

** That he is here : Orleans must be hard pressed 

" When one, the bravest of her garrison^ 

" Is thus commission'd." 

Swift the Maid exclaim*d, 
*" I tell thee. Chief, that there the English wolves 
*' Shall never pour their yells of vi6^ory f 
*' The will of God defends those fated walls, 
" And resting in fuU faith on that high will, 
" I mock their effcH-ts. But the night draws on ; 
*' Retire we to repose. To-morrow's sun, 
" Breaking the darkness of the sepulchre, 
" Shall on that armour gleam, thro* many an age 
'' Kept holy and inviolate by time." 
She said, and rising from the board, retired. 

Meantime the hera}d*s brazen voice proclaimed 
Coming solemnity, and.£ir and wide 
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Spread the strange tidings. Every labour ceas'd ', 
The ploughman from the un£nish*d furrow hastes 5 
The armourer*8 anvil beats no more the din 
Of future slaughter. Thro* the thronging streets 
The buz of asking wonder hums along. 

On to St. Catharine's sacred fane they go ; 
The holy fathers with the imaged cross 
Leading the long procession. Next, as one 
Suppliant for mercy to the King of Kings, 
And grateful for the benefits of Heaven, 
The Monarch passed -, and by his side the Maid, 
Her lovely limbs robed in a snow-white vest ) 
Wistless that every eye on her was fix'd. 
With stately step she moved : her labouring soul 
To high thoughts elevate 5 and gazing round 
With the wild eye, that of the circling throng 
And of the visible world unseeing, saw 
The shapes of holy phantasy. By her 
The warrior Son of Orleans strode along 
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PreemiDcnt. He^ nerving his young ff9Qiei ' 

With manly exercise^ had scaled the cliflT^ 

And dashing in the torrent's foaming flood, 

Stemro*d with broad breast its fury ; so his fonii. 

Sinewy and firixi^ and fit for loftiest deeds» 

Tower d high amid the throng effeminate ; 

No dainty bath had from his hardy limbs 

Effaced the hauberk's ^ honourable marks; 

His helmet bore of hostile steel the dints 

Many and deep 3 upon his pi^ur'd shield 

A Lion vainly struggled in the toils. 

Whilst by his side the cub with pious rage. 

His young mane floating to the desart air, 

Hends the fallen huntsman. Tremouille him behind. 



• Afin d* empecher les impressions que ce trciljis de fer 
devait laisser sur la peau, ou avait soin de se matelasser en 
dessous. Ndalgre ces precautions cependant il en laissajt en* 
core ; ces marqUes s'appellaient camois, et on les faisait 
disparaitre par le bain. 

LtGrMwU 
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The worthless favourite of the slothful Vxince, 
Stalked arrogant^ in shining armour dasp'd, 
£mboss*d with gold and gems of richest hu^ 
Gaudily graceful^ by no hostile blade 
Defaced, and rusted by no hostile blood ; 
Trimly-accoutred court habiliments. 
Gay lady-dazzling armour, fit to adorn 
In dangerless manoeuvres some review. 
The mockery of murder ! follow*d him 
The train of courtiers, summer-flies that sport 
In the sun-beam of favour, inse6ts sprung 
From the court dunghill, greedy blood-suckers. 
The foul corruption -gender'd swarm of state. 

As o*cr some flowery field the busy bees 
Pour their deep music, pleasant melody 
To the tired traveller, under some old oak 
Stretched in the checquer'd shade ; or as the 86un< 
Of many waters down the far-off steep 
Dash'd with loud uproar, rose the murmur roun^ 
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Of admiration. Every gazing eye 

Dwelt on the mission*d Maid ; of all beside. 

The long procession and the gorgeous train, 

Tho* glittering they with gold and sparkling gems,. 

And their rich plumes high waving to the air. 

Heedless, 

The consecrated dome they reach, 
Rear*d to St. Catharine's holy memory. 
Her tale the altar told ; when Maximin, ^ 
His raised lip kindled with a savage smile. 
In such deep fury bade the tenter*d wheel 
Tear her life piecemeal, that the very face 
Of the hard executioner rdax*d 
With horroiir ; calm she heard, no drop of blood 
Forsook her cheek, her steady eye was turned 
Heaven-ward, and Hope and meekest Piety 
Beamed in that patient look. Nor vain her trust. 
For lo ! the Angel of the Lord descends 
And crumbles with his fiery touch the wheel ! 
One glance of holy triumph Catharine cast. 



IV. 23a 

Then bow'd her to the sword of * martyrdrtn. 

Her eye averting from the storied woe. 
The delegated damsel kndt and pour'd 
To Heaven the earnest prayer. 



• Such is the legend of St. Catharine, Princess of Alexandria, 
whose stpry has been piftured upon sign.posts and in churches, 
but whose memory will be preserved longer by the ale-house 
than by the altar. The most extravagant perhaps of Dryden'i 
Plays is upon this subjeft. In my former edition I had, 
ignorantly, represented Catharine as dying upon the wheel, 
and the description of her sufferings was too painfully minute. 
Dryden has committed the last fault in a far greater degree ; 
the old Martyrologies particularize no cruelties more revolting 
to the reader than he has detailed in the speech of Maximin 
when he orders her to execution. 

From a passage in the 
JerusaUn Conqulstada it shpuld seem that St. Catharine was 
miraculously betrothed to her heavenly spouse. As the 
Crusaders approach Jerusalem, they visit the holy places on 
the way, 

Qual visita el lugar con llanto tierno, 

Donde la hermosa virgen Caterina 
Se desposo con el Esposo eterno. 
La Angelica Rachel siezklo madrina \ 



IV, 231 

A trophied tomb 
Close to the altar reared its ancient bulk. 
Two pointless javelins and a broken sword> 
Time-ttiouldering now, proclaim*d some warrior slept 
The sleep of death beneath. A massy stone 



Aquel Esposo, que el nevado invierno 

Se cubrio con escarcha matutina^ 
El que tiene los ojos de palomas 
Y del labio de lirio vierte aromas. 

L^e de Fega, 
The marginal note adds La Virgen fue Madriha en los despo- 
rios de Caterina y Christo. 

Of St. Margaret, the other &vou- 
rite Saint of the Maid, I find recorded by Bergomensis, that 
she called the Pagan Prsefe6i an impudent dog, that she was . 
thrown into a dungeon, where a horrible dragon swallowed 
her, that she crossed herself, upon which the dragon imme- 
diately burst and she came out safe, and that she saw the 
Bevil standi ng^ in the comer like a black man, and seized him 
and threw him down. 

Absurd as this legend is, it once occasioned a very extraor- 
dinary murder. A yoimg Lombard after hearing it, prayed 
so earnestly for an opportunity of fighting with the Devil like 
St. Margaret^ that he went into the fields in fiill ey pe6tatk» 
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And rade-eD8Culptur*d effigjr o'erlaid 

The sepulchre. In silent wonderment 

The expe6bnt multitude with eager eje 

Gaze, listening as the mattock's heavy atidke 

Invades the tomVs repose : the heavy stroke 

Sounds hollow -, over the high-vaulted roof 

Roll the repeated echoes : soon the day 

Dawns on the grave s long night, the slant sun-bean 

Beams on the inshrined arms, the crested helm. 

The bauldricks strength, the shield, the sacred^sword. 



*that his desire would be gratified. A hideous old dumb woman 
came by, he mistook her for the Tempter, her inarticulate 
noises confirmed him in this opinion, and he knocked her 
down and trampled upon her. The poor wretch died of her 
bruises, but a miracle was wrought to save her murderer in 
^consideration that his madness was a pious madness, and before 
she died, she spoke to excuse his mistake. This tale is told 
in that strange coUedion of ludicrous stories upon religious 
•ubjeas the Pia Hilaria. The authority referred to is Petr, 
Rausani hist. lib. 33. 

♦ Puella petiit gladium, quern divinitus uti aiebat, erat fa6la 
certior in templo divae Catherinx in Turonibus, inter antiqua 
ddnaria pendere. Miratus Carolus, gladium inquiri, ac in* 
ventum protinus Puellae afiferri jussit. - 

Poljdore Virgil. 
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A sound of awe-repress*d astonishment 
Rose from the crowd. The delegated Maid 
Over her robes the hallowed breast-plate thrcw,^ 
Self-fitted to Jier form 3 on her helm'd head 
The white plumes nod^ majestically slow ; 
She lifts the buckler and the sacred sword> 
Gleaming portentous light. 

The amazed crowd 
Raise the loud shc^t of transport. *' God of Heaven; 
The Maid exclaim'd, '' Father all merciful ! 
*' Devoted to whose holy will, I wield 
, " The sword of Vengeance, go before our host ! 
•* All-just avenger of the innocent, 
'' Be thou our Champion 1 God of Love, preserve 
*' Those whom no lust of glory leads to arms.*' 

She ceased, and with an eager hush the crowd 
Still listen d 3 a brief while throughout the dome 
Deep sil6nce dwelt -, then with a sudden burst 
Deirout and full, they rais*d the choral hymn 
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'' Thee Lord wb pmise, Mt God T the throng widuml 
Catch tho itraogts tidings^ j<xn the hjmn ofjoj. 
And thnonderiiig tnui^KMt pc^ along the heateiif. 

As thro* the pirtlng crowd the rirgin i«st*d> 
He who from Orleans on the yesternight 
Demanded succour, clasp*d with warmth her hand. 
And with a bosom-thrilling voice exdaim'd, 
'' ni-oitteh'd M^d 1 vidim of Ibine own wbrt6> 
" Devoted for the icing-curst realm of France I 
" Ill-omen*d Maid, i pity thee I" so saying. 
He tirm*d into the crowd. At his strange words 
Disturbed, the warrior virgin pass*d along. 
And much revolving in her thmbled mihd^ 
Retreads the court. 

And now the horn announced 
The nsady banquet ; they partook the « feast. 



• Ccttc c^remonie chcz les Grands s' annon9ait au Mm dv 
•or, ouau«9ii d'une cloche i coutume qui subsiste encoie 
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Thth rose alid in Uie cooling water deaOMd 
Their hands, and seated at the board agaiti 
Enjoyed the bowl> or scented high \Htk s^^ 
Or flavoured with the fragrant summer fruit. 
Or luscious with metheglin * mingled nth. 



dans les Couvenfl et les maisons opolentesy pour anoooca le 
couvert et le diner. Apres le service des viandes, c'est-^t-dire, 
apr^ ce que nous appellons entries, rdti et entremets, on sor- 
tait de table pour se lavcr les mains une seoonde fois, comitie 
Chez les Romains de qui par&it £tre venu cet usage. Les 
domestiques desservaient pendant ce terns ; ils enlevaient une 
des nappes et apportaient les confitures (qu*on nommait ipha) 
et les vins composes, A ce moment, foit pour la gaiet^, 
commen9aient les devis plaisans et joyeux propos, car dans 
ce bon vieux terns on aimait beaucoup de rire. C ' Hait alon 
que les Menetriers venoient reciter leurs fabliaux, lorsqu'on 
admettait leur presence. 

Le Grand, 

* II y avait plusieurs sortes de ces vins pr^par6s qu'on ser- 
vait apres les viandes. i. les f^ttu emits, qui sont encore en 
lisage dans quelques provinces, et qui ont conserv6 le mSme 
nom. 2. ceux auxquels on ajoutait le sue de quelque fruit, 
tds que le Mor^, fak avec du jus de m(ire. 3. ceux qu'on 
assaisonnait tvec du miel, comme le NeGar, le Meihn &c. 4. 
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Meantime the Troaveur struck the harp 3 he song 

Of Lancelot da Lake» the truest Knight 

That ever loved fair Lady ; and the youth 

Of t Cornwall underneath whose maiden sword 

The strength of Ireland fell, and he who struck 

The dolorous X stroke, the blameless and the brave. 

Who died beneath a brother's erring arm. 

Ye have not perish*d. Chiefs of Carduel 1 

The songs of earlier years embalm your fame. 

And haply yet some Poet shall arise. 



ceux oil Ton faisait infuser des plantes medicinales ou aroma- 
tique% et qui prenaient leur nom de ces plantes, Fins d* Jbsin- 
the de Myrthe, d* Alots &c. Le Roman de Florimont lea 
appelle Fins herbca^ 5. enfin ceux dans lesquels, outre le miel, 
il entrait des epices. On appellait ces derniers du nom gene- 
ral de Pimffu, C*etoient les plus estimes de tous. Nos 
Auteurs n'en parlent qu'avec delices. II eClt manque quelque 
chose k une fete ou a un repas, si on n' y ciit point servi du 
Piment : et Ton en donnait meme aux Moines dans les Cou« 
vens <i certains jours de 1' annee. 

Le Grand, 
f Sir Tristram du Lyones. 

X Sir Balin le sauvage. 



^ 
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Like that divincst § Tuscan, and cnwreathe 
The immortal garland for himself and 70a. 

The full sound echoed o*er the arched roof. 
And listening eager to the favourite lay. 
The guests sat silent, when into the hall 
The Messenger from that besieged town, 
Stalk'd stately. " It is pleasant. King of France, 
*' To feast at ease and hear the harper's song ; 
*' Far other music hear the men of Orleans ! 
*' Death is among them 5 there the voice of Woe 
'* Moans ceaseless." 

" Rude unmannerly intruder !'* 
Exciaim'd the Monarch, " Cease to interrupt 
" The hour of merriment ; it is not thine 
" To instrud me in my duty." 

Of reproof 
Heedless, the stranger to the minstrel cried, 
** Why harpest thou of good King Arthur's fame 

§ Ariosto. 
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*' Amid tbete walk ? Virtof and Ocoiiis lovf 

'' That loftj hi7. Ha$t t)i9a no loose lewd talo 

** To pamper and provoke the appetite ? 

*' Such iboold procvwe thee worth7 repompenoe I 

'' Or rather sing thou of that mighty one, 

" Who tore die ewe liunb ftom the po^ man*d bosom, 

'^ That was to him even as a daughter ! Charl^> 

*^ This hxAj tale woold I telU prophet-like, 

" And look at thee and ciy, ^ thou art the ixian !" 

He said, and with a quick and troubled step 
Retired. Astonisb'd at his daring phrase. 
The guests sat heedless of the minstreFs song, 
Ponderiqg the words mysterious. Soon the. harp 
Beguird their senses of anxiety. 

The court dispersed : retiring from the hall, 
Charles and the delegated damsel sought 
The inner palace. There awaited them 
The Queen : with her JOAN loved to pass the hoars, 
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By various innverse cheer*d ; for she had woa 
The Virgin*8 heart bf her mild melancboljr^ 
The C9lm wi duteous patience that deplored 
A husband's cold half4ove« To her slie tokt 
With what strange words the noesscnger from Orleans 
,li4ii rpusHl unfia37 wonder in her mind $ 
For on kpr Q^r yfit ribi^tfid the voice, 
'' Ill-em^*4 Mf^M I pity tibep 1" when lo I 
Again th^t m^Q stalk'd to the door, and stood 
Scowling ar<H^iv}« 

'' Why dost thou hau^ me thus/* 
The Monarch CFied> '* h there no place secure 
" From thy ]:ude iusob^noe? immanner*d Maui 
" I know theie not T' 

" Then learn to know me, Charles 1" 
Solemnly he replied ; " read wdl my face, 
" That thou nuyest know it on that dreadful day, 
<< When at the throne of God I shall demand 
" Hi3 justice on thee !" Turning from the Kipg, 
To Agnes as she entered, in a tone 
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More low, more awfully seYere, he cried, 
'' Dost Uiou too know me not ?" 

She glanced on him, 
And pale and breathless hid her head cooynls'd 
In Uie.Maid's bosom. 

'' King of France I" he said, 
« She lov'd me I day by day 1 dwelt with her, 
" Her voice was music, veiy sweet her smiles 1 
^' I lefl her \ left her Charles, in evil hour, 
" To fight thy battles. Thou meantime didst comej 
" Staining most foul her spotless purity j 
" For she was pure.— Alas ! these courtly robes 
*' Hide not the hideous stain of infamy, 
" Thou canst not with thy golden * belt put on 



• Du ProYcrbc Bonne renommee vaut mieux que eelnture doree. 

■Lisant un arrest ancien qui est encores pour le jourd * huy in- 
sert aux Registres du Chastclet de Paris, j ' estimay qu*cn ce 
provcrbe il y avoit une notable sentence, etune longue ancien- 
net^ tout ensemble. Car par arrest qui est du 28 de Juin 1420. 
il est port6 en termes expres que deJSenses sont faites k toutea 
fcmmes amourcuses, filles de joye, ct paillardes de nc porter 
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'' An honourable name, unhappy one ! 

" My poor polluted Agnes ! — ^Thou bad man f 

" Thou hast almost shaken my faith in Heaven. 

" I see thee rioting in sloth and guilt, 

" And yet thou restest pillowing thy head 

" Even on her bosom ! I, tho' innocent 

" Of ill, the vi6tim of another's vice, 

" Drag on the loathsome burthen of existence, 

" And doubt Heaven's justice !" 



robbes k collets renversez, queues, ne ceintures dorees, bou- 
tonnieres k leurs chaperons, sur peine de. confiscation et 
amende, et que les Huissiers de Pailement, Commissaires Sc 
Sergents du Chastelet qui les trouveroient, eussent k les me- 
ner prisonnieres. 

Au surplus (je diray cecy en passant) k la mienne volenti 
que ceux qui donnerent cest arrest eussent toum6 la chance, 
et que non seulement ces ceintures dorees, ains en tootes au- 
tres doruresr^ Sc affliquets, ils eussent fait defiencet k tcutes 
femmes d' honneur d'emportcr, sur peine d'estre declareet 
putains : car il n*y aoroit point plus prompt moyen que cestuy, 
pour bannier le superfluitc Sc bombance des Dames. 

Pasqmer^ 
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So he iaid« and firown'd 
Dark 9^ that man who at Mohammed*! door 
Knock*d fierce and Sequent i from whoie Ibacfidlaok 
Bath'd with cold .dampf> everj beholden fled. 
Even he the prophet aUnpyt terrified^ 
Endor'd but half to view him» for he knew 
AzRABL, 8tern-brow*d ^lessenger of Fat^ 
And his death-day was come. Quilt-petrified 
The Monarch sat^ qor could endure to face 
His bosoqii-probing frown. The mission*d Maid 
Read anxioos his stem features and exclaimed 
*' I know thee Conrade !" Rising from her seat^ 
She -took his hand, for he stood motionless^ 
Gaung on Agnes now with fall-fix*d eye. 
Dreadful though calm : him from the Court she irtsw, 
And to the river's banks resisting not, 
Both sadly silent, led 5 till at the last 
As from a dream awaking, Conrade look*d 
Full on the Maid, and falling on her neckj 
He wept. 
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'^ J know thee« Damsel 1" be exclaim'd^ 
'^ Dost thou remember that tempestuous nigbt^ 
■^* When I, a weatjier-beaten traveller, sought 
" Your hospitable doors ? ah me ! I thea 
'^ Was happy i you too so)oum*d then la peace* 
*' Fool tiiat I was, I blam'd such happiness, 
*' Arraign'4 it as a guilty ael£sh sloth^ 
" Unhappily prevailing, so I fear me, 
*' Or why art thou at Chiqojii ?" 

Him the Maid 
Answering, addressed, " I dp remember well 
" That night : for then the holy Spirit first, 
^' Waked by thy words, possessed me." 

Conrade cricdi 
*' Poor Maiden, thou wert Jbappy 1 thou hadst liv'd 
•' Blessing and blest, if I had never stray'd 
" Needlessly rigid frpm my peaceful path. 
*' And thou hast left thine home then, and obey*d 
" The feverish fancies of thine ardent brain I 
*' And hast thou left hina too^ the youth whose eye 
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*' For ever glancing on thee, spake so well 
*' AfFe6tion s eloquent tale ? 

So as he said^ 
Rush'd the wann purple to the Virgin's cheek. 
*' I ara alone" she answer d, " for this realm 
*' Devoted." Nor to answer more the Maid 
Endur d j for many a melancholy thought 
Throng'd on her aching memory. Her mind's eye 
Beheld Doraremi and the fields of Arc : 
Her burthen'd heart was full 3 such grief she felt 
Yet such sweet solacing of self applause 
As chears the banished Patriots lonely hours 
When Fancy pidlures to him all he loved, 
Till the big tear-drop rushes o*er its orb. 
And drowns the soft enchantment. 

With a look 
That spake solicitous wonder, Conrade eyed 
The silent Maid 3 nor would the Maid suppress 
The thoughts that swell'd within her, or from him 
Hide her sours workings. '' Twas on the last night 
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'' Before I left Domremi's pleasant home« 

'' I s^e beside the brooks my labouring soul 

" Full, as inebriate with Divinity. 

*' Then Conrade ! I beheld the ruffian herd 

^' Circle a flaming pile, where at the stake 

*' A female stood 3 the iron bruised her breast, 

" And round her limbs un garmented, the Are 

'* Currd its fierce flakes. I saw her countenance, 

" I knew ♦ MYSELF." Then, in subdued tones 

Of calmness, " there are moments when the soul 

" From her own impulse with strange dread recoils, 

^* Suspicious of herself : but with most full 

" And perfed faith I know this vision sent 

" From Heaven, and feel of its unerring truth. 



* Haec Igitur Janna Pulcella virgo, cum magnam gloriam 
in armis esset adepta, et regnum Franconim magn& ex parte 
deperditum, e manibus . Anglorum pugnando eripuisset, in 
su4 florente aetate constituta, non solum se morituram, sed 
et genus sux mortis cunctis praedixit. 

Btrg9mens'u, 
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<« As that God Uvtth, that I lire ttsy^eH, 
^ The feelibg that deceives not.** 

By the hddd 
Her Conrade held and cried^ '' Ill-fated Maid, 
'« That I have torn thee from Affection's breast, 
*' My sOul will groan in aftgoish. Thou wilt serf 6 
'' Like mt, the worthless CaHxtt, and havitg ksrvU 
^' In the hour of ill abandbn*d^ thou shalt curie 
*' The duty that deluded. Of the world 
'' Fatigued, and loathing at my fellow men 
" I shall be seen no more. There * is a path — 
" The eagle hath not martd it, the young wolf 
" Knows not its hidden windings : 1 have trod 
^' That path, and mark'd a melancholy den, 
'^ Where one whose Jaundiced soul abhors itself^ 



• There is a path which no fowl knoweth, and which tht 
▼u!ture*8 eye hath not seen : The lion's whelps have not trocU 
den it, nor the fierce lion passed by it. 

J§h, zxviii. 7. S.. 
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'' May pamper him in complcBt wMcbedneif • 
*' There sepulchred, the ghost of what he vbs> 
'^ Coorade shall dwell, and in the languid hour, 
** Wheti the jarfd senses sink to a sick calm> 
*' Shall mourn the waste of frenzy i" 

Then the Maid 
Fix'd upon Conrade her commanding eye, 
" I pass'd the fertile Auxerrois/' she cried, 
'' The vines had spread their interwoven shoots 
'' Over the unpruned vineyards, the rich grapes 
'' Rotted beneath the leaves, for therewas none 
" To tread the vintage, and the birds of Heaven 
*' Had glutted them. I saw the cattle start 
*' As they did hear * the loud alarum bell 

• << In sooth the estate of Fnmce wis then flsott miwrtb^. 
There appeared nothing but t horrible face, confusion, poverty, 
desolation, solitarinesse and feare. The lean and bare labour- 
ers hi the country did terrific even theeves themselves, who 
had adthing left them to spoile but the carkasses of these 
poore miKrible creatures, wanderfaig up and down lUte 
gholies dfiwae eat^of their graves. The leif«t farmes and 
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** And wltli a piteous moaning vainlj seek 

** To fly the death to come. I have look'd back 

*' Upon the cottage where I bad partook 

'^ The peasant's meal> and seen it wrapt in flames } 

^' And then I thank'd my God that I had bm:Bt 

" The stubborn ties that fetter down the soul 

'^ To selfish happiness^ and on this earth 

'* Was as a t pilgrim. — Conrade ! rouse thyself ! 



hamlets were fortified by these robbers, English, Bourgueg- 
nons and French, every one striving to do his worst : AU 
men of war were well agreed to spoile the countryman and 
merchant. Even the cattelly accustomed to the Urume belly the 
signe of the enemy s approach, toould run home of themselves 
voithout any guide by this accustomed misery^ 

This is the perfed 
description of those times, taken out of the. lamentations of 
our ancestors, set down in the original, says De Serres. But 
amidst this horrible calamity, God did comfort both the King 
«nd realme, for about the end of the yeere, he gave Charles a 
goodly Sonne by Queen Mary his voife** 

t O my people, hear my word : make you ready to the bat- 
tle, and in those evils, be even as pilgrims upon the earth. 

a JEadraSy ;ivi. 40. 
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^' Cast the weak * nature off! a time like this 
'« Is not for gentler feelings^ for the glotr 
" Of love, the overflowings of the heart ; 
" There is oppression in thy country Conrade I 
•* There is a cause, a holy cause, that needs 
*' The just man's aid. Live for it, and wijoy 
'^ Earth's noblest recompense, thine own esteem j 
*' Or die in that good cause, and thy reward 
" Shall sure be found in Heaven.** 

He answer* J ndt> 
But clasping to his heart the Virgin's hand. 
Sped rapid o'er the plain. She with dim eyes. 
For gushing tears bbscur'd them, foUow'd him 
Till lost in distance. With a weight of thought 
Opprest, along the poplar-plantdd Vienne 



* Let go from thee mortal thoughts, cast away the burdens 
X)f man, put off now the weak nature, 

And set aside the thoughts that are most heavy unto thee, 
fend haste thee to flee from these times. 

'i£sdraty ziv. 14, 15« 
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Awhile she wandered^ then upon the bank 

She laid her down, and watch*d the tr^quil strean» 

Flow with a quiet murmuring, by the clouds 

Of evening purpled. The perpetual flow. 

The ceaseless murmu]:ing, luird her to such dreams 

As Memory in her melancholy mood 

Most loves. The wonted scenes of Arc arose -, 

She saw the forest brook, the weed that waved 

Its long green tresses in the stream, the crag 

That overbrow*d the spring, and the old yew 

That thro* the bare and rifted rock had forced 

Its twisted trunk, the berries chearful re^ 

Starring its gloomy green. Her pleasant home 

She saw, and those who made that home so dear» 

Her loved lost friends. The mingled feelings fiU'd 

Her eye, when from behind a voice address'd her, 

*' Forgive the intrusion. Lady ! I would ask 

" Where I might meet that Heaven-commission'd Maii 

'*" Call'd to deliver France." 

The well-known tones 
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Thriird her 5 her heart throbb'd fast, she started up, 
And fell upon the neck of Theodore. 

" Oh ! I have found thee I" cried the cnraptur'd youth, 
" And I shall dare the battle by thy side, 
" And shield thee from the war I but tell me, JOAN, 
*' Why didst thou brood in such strange mystery, 
'* Over thy Heaveri-doom'd purpose ? trust me. Maiden 
'* I have shed many tears for that wild gloom 
" That so estranged thee from thy Theodore I 
" If thou couldst know the anguish I endur*d 
*' When tfiou wert gone I in sooth it was unkind 
" To leave us thus l" 

Mindless of her high call. 
Again the lowly shepherdess of Arc, 
In half-articulated words the Mgid 
Expressed her joy. Of Elinor she ask'd. 
How from a doting mother he had come 
In arms array'd. 

*' Thou wakest in my mind 
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'^▲ thought thftt makes me md," flic jrontfa rtfSkd, 

*^ For Elinor wept much at VDif readTe, 

" And, eloquent with all a mother's fears, 

^ Urged me to leave her not. Mf wajFward heieut 

" Smote me> as I look'd back and saw her wave 

** Adieu I bat high in hope I soon begail'd 

** These melancholy feelings, bf the thonght 

'' That we should both return to cheer her age, 

*' Thy mission well fulfill'd, and quit no mdre 

" The copse-embosom'd oottage." 

But the Maid 
Soon started from her dream of happiness. 
For on her memory flash'd the flaming pile. 
A death-like paleness at the dreadful thought 
Wither*d her cheek \ the dews on her cold brow 
Started^ and on the arm of Theodore 
Feeble and faint she hung. His eager eye 
Concentring all the anguish bf the soul. 
And strain*d in anxious love> on her wan cheek 
Fearfully siloit gazed. But by the thought 
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Of ber high mission rous'd, the Irf aid^'B fbol* 
Colledted^ ai^ she spake. 

'• My Thcodote, 
*' Thou hast done wrong to quit thy mother*! home ! 
'* Alone and aged she will weep for thee, 
" Wasting the little that is left of life 
" In anguish. Go thee back again to Arc, 
'•' And cheering so her wintry hour of age, 
*' Cherish my menaory there." 

SwiA he exclaim'^d^ 
'* Nay Maid ! the pang of parting is o'erpast, 
'' And Elinor looks on to the glad hour 
" When we shall both return. Amid the war 
" How many an arm will seek thy single life, 
" How many a sword pierce thro* thy brittle mail, 
'' Wound thy fair face, or, driven with iropiotis rage, 
'' Gore thy white bosom ,! JOAN, I will go with thee, 
" And spread the guardian shield T 

Again the Maid 
Grew pale; for of her last and terrible hour 
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*Ibe yisioii'd scene the saw. '' Niy/* she replied, ^ 
<' I shall not need thy succour in the war» 
*' Me heaven^ if so seem good to its high wiU, 
*' Will save. J shall be happier, Theodore^ 
*f Thinking that thou dost sojourn safe at home> 
*' And roake thy mother happy." 

Theyoath*scheds 
A rapid blush disordered. " O ! the Court 
^' Is pleasant, and thy soul would fain forget 
'* An obscure Villager, who only boasts 
" The treasure of the heart 1" 

She look*d at hio^ 
With the reproaching eye of tenderness : 
" Devoted for the realm of France, 1 go 
" A willing vidim. Tbe unpierced veil 
*' To me was rais'd, my gifted eye beheld 
** The fearful features of Futurity. 
'* Yes, Theodore, I shall redeem my country, 
" Abandoning for this the joys of life, 
*' Yea^ life itself 1" then on his neck she fel^ 
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And. with a faultcring voice^ " retum to Arc ! 
" I do not tell thee there are other maids 
** As fair ; for thou wilt love my memory, 
'' Hallowing to it the temple of thy heart. 
*' Worthy * a happier, not a better love, 
*' My Theodore l"— Then, pressing his pale lips 
A last and holy kiss the Virgin £x*d. 
And rush'd across the plain. 

She reached the court 
Breathless. The mingled movements of her mind 
Shook every fibre. Sad and sick at heart,. 
Fain to her lonely chamber's solitude 
The Maiden had retired 5 but her the King 
Met on the tbreskoid. He of the late scene ^ 
Forgetful and his crime, as chearful seem-d 
As tho* there had 'not been a God in Heaven ! 
" Enter the hall,*' lie cried, " the masquers there 
^' Join in the dance. Why Maiden art thou sadf 



^ Digna minus mi66ro, non mdioft vifo. 
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" Has that nide madman shook thy gentle frame 
*' With his strange frenzies ?" 

Ere the Maid replied 
The son of Orleans came with jojrful speed 
Poising his massy javelin. 

*' Thou hast rous*d 
" The sleeping virtue of the sons of France ; 
" They croud around the standard/' cried the chief. 
'^ My lance is ponderous, I have sharp*d my sword 
" To meet the mortal combat. Mission'd Maid, 
*' Our brethren sieged in Orleans, every moment 
•' Gaze from the watch-tower with the sick ning eye 
''Ofcxpe6tation.- 

Then the King exclaimed 
*• O chosen by Heaven ! defer one day thy march, 
** That humbled at the altar wc mny join 
" llic general prayer. Be these our holy rites 
" To-morrow's task 3 — to night for merriment I" 

The Maid replied '* the wretched ones in Orleans 
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*' In fear and hanger and expiring hope 

*' Await my succour, and my prayers would plead 

*' In Heaven against me did they waste one hour 

*' When adive duty calls. For this night*8 mirth 

*' Hold me excused ; in truth I am not fit 

" For merriment ^ a heavy charge is on me 

^' And I must let * go from me mortal thoughts.** 

Her heart was full, and pausing, she repress'd 
The unbidden anguish, *' Lo I they croud around 
*' The standard ! Thou, Dunois, the chosen troops 
" Marshal in speed, for early with the dawn 
" We march to rescue Orleans from the foe,** 



2 Esdrasy ziv. 14. 
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